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PAET II. 
CHAPTER VI. 

VALET AND GROOM. 



^'A DEVILISH pretty turn-out, don't you 
think ? there isn't such another in London, 
^ by Jove — don't you know ? " 

Thus lisped little Lord Famley to Sir 
Cyril Norton in his stable-yard, where his 
last-constructed tilbury was exhibited in all 
its glory of exquisite swelldom. The new 
" clipper " was duly attached, and that 
"jolly little fellow," the groom, was stand- 
ing by in unexceptionable attire, apparently 
as delighted with the show, and as proud of 
it, as his master. 

"Not so bad, not so bad," remarked Sir 
Cyril condescendingly, standing, as usual, 
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with his hands in his trousers-poqkets and 
his legs far apart. ^^Yes; there are some 
deuced good points about the whole turn 
out, Fam." 

" Awfully glad to hear you say so. You 
are a man of taste, Don, with a lot of know 
about you — don't you know ? You are, by 
Jove ! " 

"Approbation from Lord Famley is praise 
indeed, as the man says in the play. You 
flatter me," said Sir Cyril with a satirical 
smile on his lips. 

" Oh, no ! oh, no ! oh, no ! I don't, by 
Jove I don't. Just tell all the other fellows 
that you consider my turn-out the most 
splash thing about town, my name would 
go up like a shot, and I would do anything 
for you, By Jove, I would, old chappie — 
anything from pitch and toss to man- 
slaughter, as the low fellows say." 

** I don't doubt you, Fam," said the 
baronet, coldly; and in truth the young 
lordling's manner was almost that of a 
devotee before the god of his idolatry. 
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" You have only just done me a good turn, 
for which I thank you heartily," 

"Eh? what? oh, yes I you mean the 
letter I wrote to that fellow Redmayne for 
you. It is not often I do write ; but then 
— don't you know? you told me all I had 
to say, though I couldn't comprehend what 
it was all about." 

" A sharp fellow like you, Farn, shouldn't 
say that." His lordship sniggered with 
satisfaction. " Don't you see," continued 
Sir Cyril, sitting down on a bench with the 
air of a pedagogue teaching a lesson, "in 
the present state of my relations with this 
Mr. Eedmayne I could not write to the 
man myself. I heard from you that he 
wanted a valet ; and I thought the place 
would exactly suit Simmons." . 

" But that's what I can't understand, old 
chappie," said Lord Famley, wagging his 
head, and standing before his idol with a 
slavish assumption of that idol's swaggering 
manner with legs far apart. "I thought 
your fellow was the prince of fellows in 
b2 
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your opinion; and I couldn't make out 
why you should want to get rid of him." 

"Perhaps, I didn't want to get rid of 
him, my noble Fam.l' 

'' Then why ? " 

"There may be more in my designs than 
is dreamt of in your philosophy, my astute 
young legislator." The little lord sniggered 
again with pleasure, at the idea that he 
possessed any philosophy at all. " And the 
retirement of Simmons from my ministry is 
not likely to be more than a temporary 
measure. I had need of his services in 
foreign affairs." 

" Oh ! ah ! yes ! by Jove ! " said his lord- 
ship, with a knowing air, but utterly be- 
wildered as to Sir Cyril's meaning. 

It was very obvious, during this colloquy, 
that the Imp was not only a " devilish smart 
fellow " in personal appearance, as described 
by his master, but "devilish smart" in 
another sense too. It was evident from 
the sparkle of his intelligent young eyes 
that he was swallowing every syllable of 
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the conversation, and mentally digesting 
it after his own fashion. When taken to 
task by his master, for having narrated 
that absurd story about Sir Cjoil supping 
with a tramp at the "Famley Arms," he 
had retracted altogether, and had admitted 
that he must have been mistaken ; although 
the retractation had been made with a very 
equivocal smile. But he bore the baronet 
a bitter grudge, which he had resolved to 
gratify. When Sir Cyril had entered the 
stable-yard, he appeared to regard him with 
an air of indifference as a total stranger,- 
and had returned the sharp scrutinising 
glance bestowed on him by the baronet 
with a perfectly vacant look. 

But his manner was utterly different 
when Simmons, at this juncture, entered the 
yard, looking for his master. The Imp gave 
him a good stare, and almost started when 
accosted and asked for Sir Cyril. He 
pointed the baronet out where he sat in talk 
with Lord Famley: and when the valet 
turned away his whole expression indicated 
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that he had recognised the man. He watched 
him approach his master, and then, with 
arms behind back, uttered the sounds, " H'm! 
H'm ! " with a marked and peculiar signifi- 
cance. As f aie would have it, the Imp was 
gifted with a strong retentive and discrimi- 
nating memory of faces, even though seen, 
as in this case, but once before — a faculty 
which, though said to be the special attri- 
bute of royal personages, may be found also 
not unfrequently among all classes. 

'*What do you want here, Simmons?'' 
said Sir Cyril. 

*^ Please, sir," said the valet, touching his 
hat obsequiously to his master, and then to 
the young lord, " I thought you would like 
me to report progress. I heard at your 
chambers that you had gone out with hi 
lordship ; and so I came on." 

Sir Cyril frowned and made a sign to his 
man to be cautious, whilst the little lord 
looked on in fresh bewilderment. 

*^ Look here, Fam," said the former, *^ I 
am very sorry but I must be off now. I 
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want to have a talk with my man on 
matters of importance." 

** Your man ! " exclaimed the young lord. 
"Why, I thought " 

"Don't think, Fam, thinking is very 
harmful to some brains." 

*' But, I say, by Jove, this won't do 1 You 
promised me that you would have a drive 
with me; and I was so proud of the idea 
of tooling you about — don't you know?" 
Lord Famley's tone was one of grievous 
disappointment, almost amounting to agony. 
Sir Cyril shrugged his shoulders and smiled 
pityingly, 

*^ Can't help it ; I must have my talk with 
him — immediate and confidential." 

*^Then why not go up into the Imp's 
room over the stable and have it out there ? 
It's a jolly little place— quite a bijou, as 
the girls say — ^it is, by Jove, although I 
call it the little hell, because he is an imp, 
don't you know ?" and the lordling chuckled 
prodigiously at his conceit. ^^ You'll be all 
right there." 
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Sir Cyril shrugged his shoulders again, 
but acquiesced, and, following the instruc- 
tions given him, mounted the stairs with 
Simmons, to the little pandemonium indi- 
cated. 

The Imp's room was small but scrupulously 
clean ; and there was an air of care, almost 
amounting to refinement, in its arrange- 
ment. Before the small window were placed 
pots of bright and scented flowers : some ex- 
quisitely polished boots stood on a wooden 
rack : some whips and canes lay on pegs on 
the walls : a few sporting pictures gave a 
look of brightness to the chamber. A small 
bed, a washing-stand, a wooden table on 
which were some well-thumbed books and 
a racing calendar, and two cane-bottomed 
chairs, completed the arrangements. Neat- 
ness was everywhere — nowhere litter, A 
tolerably large press, opposite the door, 
was evidently used as a place of bestowal 
for clothes, or blacking-brushes, or any 
object which might have looked unseemly. 

" Well, you rascal! " said Sir Cyril, seating 
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himself comfortably on the Imp's bed, 
" what have you to report ? " 

The grave face of Mr. Simmons was 
positively illumined by an air which almost 
amounted to cheerfulness as he answered, 
** Things are going beautifully, Sir Cyril." 

^* What may be your idea of beauty ? " 

" Well ! to begin with, I have found out 
already that the girl has an intrigue with 
Mr. Redmayne." 

"What! I don't believe it. It's im- 
possible 1 " said the baronet, springing up. 

" At all events they have a secret under- 
standing." 

" Explain, you confounded blackguard." 

"I'll do my best. You see. Sir Cyril, I 
have made acquaintance with a servant- 
girl in the house — a very pretty girl too." 
And the fellow smiled complacently. " She 
took to me at once." 

" Get on, you conceited ape 1 " 

"From her I learned that slie had seen 
in the young lady^s room a miniature very 
like her master, Mr. Red may ne. It was one 
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day when a little box had been left open on 
the table : and it was there she saw it. The 
box has been always carefully locked since. 
But woman is curious ; and this one hates 
and wants to spite the nursery-governess. 
So I offered to use a trick I knew in old 
days to open locks without keys. I tried it 
on when the young lady was out of the 
way, and sure enough in the box was the 
likeness of Mr. Redmayne — a little younger 
and better looking than he is now — ^but he, 
sure enough." 

*^ Strange ! " said Sir Cyril, doubtfully. 
But suddenly a thought seemed to cross him 
— Could this Redmayne be the very man 
to whom he heard that Mary Norman was 
engaged a few years ago ? If so, what a 
basis was there for woman's jealousy and 
hate, and all the confusion that would 
ensue. Fortune seemed to be playing the 
game into his hands, and ensure the dis- 
missal of the governess from the house. 

^^Simmonsi" he said, after some reflec- 
tion, ** I must have that miniature.'^ 
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** That's easy enough," grinned the ex- 
burglar. 

"Good! You have made excellent use 
of your time, I must say. It was a capital 
stroke of business getting you into the 
house." 

" But that is not all ! " pursued the valet, 
complacently. " I saw the young lady go 
out with the children, and watched Mr. 
Redmayne as he followed her. They had a 
long, and, I imagine, an excited talk to- 
gether in Kensington Gardens. I didn't 
hear a word, as I was obliged to keep at a 
distance. But something happened — I don't 
exactly know what — I didn't see — one of the 
children fell in the water, I think. But 
when Mr. Redmayne caught sight of me 
and shouted to me to come to him he had 
the young lady comfortably and tenderly 
in his arms, and seemed mighty spoony 
on her." 

"It must be as I surmised," murmured 
Sir Cyril to himself; and then aloud, " This 
information is important too, and may be 
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used to advantage, when the time comes. 
You had better be back in your new place 
as soon as you can. You must take care to 
cause no discontent or rouse any suspicion." 

" All right, sir," was the answer. 

'^ Stop! look here, Simmons," resumed Sir 
Cyril, recalling the man. "I want you 
first to sound that young fellow, Famley's 
groom, you know— adroitly. He has been 
blabbing, curse him, about seeing me with 
a strange man at the ^Farnley Arms' just 
before that fire business, you know 1 " 
Simmons did know, and looked his know- 
ledge. " Have a talk with him about me, 
and get what you can out of him." 

" But if he should recognise me I " 

" No fear of that, my most transmogrified 
of mortals. And, after all, what can he 
know ? Perhaps I am a fool to fret myself 
about the matter at all." 

** 1 shouldn't be Jack Simmons if I didn't 
crumple the little varmint up in a brace of 
shakes," said the valet, confidently. " Beg- 
ging your pardon. Sir Cyril," he added, as 
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if in extenuation of the familiarity of his 
language. 

During this colloquy little Lord Farnley 
was waiting impatiently for his idol in the 
stable-yard below, and smoking infinite 
cigarettes to while away the time. On a 
sudden he became aware of some peculiar 
signs in the manner of his Imp. The little 
groom was knocking his heels together, 
whistling incessantly more loudly than be- 
came his position, and wearing altogether a 
very mysterious and knowing air. 

"Imp! what's the matter with you?" 
demanded his little lordship authoritatively. 

" Nothing, my lord " 

*^ There is something. Out with it, do 
you hear ? or by Jove — don't you know ?'' 

" I don't want to get into another row, 
my lord." 

" What do you mean ? " 

" Why, you see, my lord, you gave it me 
hot and strong because I told you that Sir 
Cyril Norton had supped one night with a 
low tramp, and had a long talk with him 
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at the * Famley Arms ' when I was waiting 
there, a few years ago." 

" And you deserved a flogging for it, you 
young rascal. I wonder I did not give you 
one. It was a confounded lie you told me." 

The Imp only grunted in a deprecating 
tone. 

*^ You confessed it was a lie yourself ? " 

"I did.'' 

'' Well then, what's all about it now ? " 

" Nothing ! " And the boy put on as stolid 
an expression as he could, and again com- 
menced whistling. 

" There is something, you little spawn of 
the devil, out with it ! " 

*^ Does your lordship insist ? " 

'' Of course I do." 

" Then it's no fault of mine if I get into 
another row with your lordship." The Imp 
paused for a minute, then nodded his head, 
having found a compromise. *^ Please, my 
lord, we'll say nothing more about Sir 
Cyril. But the man who came to him just 
now, and who is colloguing in my room 



Digitized by 



Google 



VALET AND GROOM. 1 5 

with him, is the very tramp who supped 
that night off steak and onions, at the 
^Famley Arms,' with— well some one or 
other. I'll take my oath of it, my lord. I 
knew his ugly wizen face again as soon as I 
clapped eyes on him ; though he is in better 
plight now, and has more flesh on his bones." 

" Are you sure ? " 

" Cock sure, my lord." 

"Well! And what do you infer from 
that, young stupid ? " 

" Your lordship pays me liberal wages to 
be his groom, not to infer anything," and 
the Imp again put on his stolid expression, 
and looked up to the skies, without faiUng, 
however, to touch his hat to his master, 
respectfully. 

'^ But if I pay you extra now," said the 
little lord. 

The groom looked round with an ac- 
quiescent smile. His easy-going master put 
his hand in his pocket and threw a sovereign 
to the Imp, who clutched it adroitly, and 
smiled again. 
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*^Now then, out with it. You have to 
tell me what you infer, don't you know?" 

" It isn't much," responded the boy, 
pocketing the coin at the same time hastily, 
as if he feared the bargain might be can- 
celled for want of adequate fulfilment on his 
part. " I only infer that it's mighty queer 
Sir Cyril Norton, who is a sharp hand as 
well as a fine gentleman, should have 
engaged that low scamp to become his con- 
fidential servant. That's all, my lord," and 
the young fellow again touched his hat. 

Now, poor little Lord Famley was not 
great at inferences; and the idea of a deduc- 
tion would have *^ floored" him utterly, as 
he himself would have expressed it. But a 
hazy notion entered his mind that somehow 
or other there must have been something 
wrong in the matter. 

*^ It is devilish queer, I must say," he 
pondered. ^* But there is no fathoming the 
Don. He never does anything like any one 
else, and he is sure to have some deep reason 
in his clever head for all he does. I never 
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could understand him!" And in that last 
thought the little lord was perfectly correct. 
Perhaps he adored the baronet all the more 
from the fact of his being so incomprehen- 
sible, on the ])rinciple of ^* omne igriotum 
pro mirifico.^' His feeble mind, however, 
quickly reverted to the thought that there 
was something '* devilish queer '^ in this 
mysterious incident. He turned to the Imp, 
and said, ** Look here, young 'un ! You are 
a sharp little fellow, too, don't you know ? 
Yes, you are, by Jove. Can't you find out 
something about this Simmons fellow ? You 
must tackle him, and pump him a bit." 

^*I'll do the best I can, my lord," re- 
sponded the Imp, evidently highly delighted 
with the confidential commission. He then 
hastily nodded his head towards the stables, 
as if to intimate that he heard the baronet 
and valet descending the stairs. 

"Now, Farn, I'm ready," exclaimed Sir 
Cyril, as he appeared. *' Look alive ! and, 
if we are to have a drive, let's start at 
once?" 

VOL. II. c 
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" All right ! " said his little lordship, with 
delight. "And by Jove, I'll tool you all 
over the place in a style you never wit- 
nessed before.'' 

"Very likely," said Sir Cyril, sarcas- 
tically. 

" Grad ! I will, by Jove — don't you know? 
Jump up, Don ! " and Lord Famley mounted 
proudly to the box-seat of his tilbury and 
took the reins. " It will be awfully jolly ! 
There's no room for the Imp, of course. 
He must stop at home ! " 

" I have plenty of work to do in the 
stables, my lord," said the Imp quietly, 
without displaying any great degree of dis- 
appointment at being thus deprived of the 
honour of being "tooled" by his lordship. 

Unperceived, each by the other, the two 
masters telegraphed secret signals to their 
respective servants. Lord Farnley gave a 
knowing wink on his side to the Imp, nod- 
ding his head towards Simmons: and Sir 
Cyril Norton bestowed a significant look of 
his expressive eyesr to the valet, with a 
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similar motion of his head towards the 
little groom. There was a singular sym- 
pathy in the actions of both. 

With arms squared in the newest fashion, 
the reins well in hand, and with a look of 
ineffable pride and vainglory on his inane 
but pleasant countenance, Lord Famley 
drove his new ^Hrap"with some show of 
skill through the gates of the stable-yard. 

Sinmions and the Imp never budged. 
They stood looking at each other — the 
former, tall, thin, and primly starch in 
mien — attired in most irreproachable black. 
The latter, with his trim compact little 
figure, and smart groom livery, standing 
with his arms folded as bold as another 
David before another Goliath. Both looked 
like a couple of wrestlers, before the first 
spring, calculating the best mode of attack. 

^*Look here, yoimg shrimp," said Sim- 
mons, at last, "what do you say to com- 
ing and having a liquor-up with me— just 
for good fellowship's sake ? " 

^* Well ! I don't mind if I do, may-pole," 
c2 
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laughed the little groom. ** You seem 
pleasant enough in your way: and a mode- 
rate drain won't do any fellow a harm." 

Simmons seemed to think he might have 
found a tougher antagonist than he had 
bargained for. It was rather in a hesi- 
tating tone that he inquired, "But where 
shall we go ? " 

" Oh ! " replied the bqy. '' There is a 
very jolly pub. just round the comer out of 
the mews, quite handy. They know me 
there." 

" Then let's be off to your very jolly 
pub." This echo of the Imp's remark was 
intended to be sarcastic. But it missed its 
mark. 

"Wait a bit, while I lock up all round,'' 
said the careful and conscientious little 
groom. This duty done, the couple moved 
on to the proposed site for their symposium. 

The "pub." roimd the comer had an 
eminently respectable and comfortable ap- 
pearance. It displayed just the medium 
between the tawdry glitter of the gin-palace 
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and the slatternly confusion of the pot- 
house. The place was in every way suited 
for a confidential chat of comrades of the 
^^ domestic " order — all the more as, at that 
time of day, it was empty of all other 
guests. 

The Imp nodded familiarly to the smart 
young woman behind the bar, and, with 
the air of a gentleman who found himself 
perfectly at home, graciously inducted his 
companion, who evidently tried to make 
himself imposing but with little e£fect, into 
the room behind. 

'^Now, what is it to be? name your 
liquor," said the Imp, hospitably, when they 
had seated themselves at a table in the snug, 
though faintly stu£fy, room. 

^*No— no, my boy," replied Simmons, 
with a grand wave of his hand, " the in- 
vite was mine: and you are my guest. 
Shall it be fiz ? " 

'' Well ! I don't mind. Their tap in that 
article is not so bad as you might think, in 
such a place," said the little groom, with 
the air of a consummate connoisseur. 
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The valet knocked sharply on the table, 
and instructed the woman who entered to 
bring a bottle of the best *^ champ." His 
behest was soon complied with. Bottle and 
glasses were placed on the table, the interval 
having been employed by the two strange 
companions in eyeing each other attentively. 

Simmons did the honours, and filled the 
glasBes. 
• Suddenly the Imp laughed. 

^* What's the matter ? '' asked his host. 

" Nothing ! I feel awfully jolly — that's 
all!" 

The Imp had been seized, in fact, by this 
little burst of merriment as the idea crossed 
him of the contrast between the sparkling 
champagne of the present and the cold beef, 
pickled onions, and brandy at the "Famley 
Arms" of the past. 

^^ Here's your health!" was uttered on 
both sides. 

" Got a good place with Lord Famley ?" 
commenced the valet. 

" Good enough for the likes of me," re- 
plied the Imp, modestly. '^ You see, I have 
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known his lordship since I was a child. I 
was bom on the estate. Do you know 
FamleyHall?" 

^^ Never heard of it." Simmons was 
decided in his anerwer. 

"That's strange! It is a well-known 
show-place, not far from Fordham. Per- 
haps you know Fordham ?" 

"Never was near the spot." Simmons 
still showed no visible sign, sharply as the 
Imp watched him. 

" Oh ! a pretty place in a small way. I 
was a waiter once at the ^ Famley Arms,' 
just on the other side of the river, when I 
was a little chap." Simmons never showed 
any symptom of anxiety. 

" Not much more than a little chap now, 
eh!" he smiled. 

" The little 'uns are not always the worst 
or the dullest, perhaps. By the way, big 
'un, did we never meet before ?'' 

" Never 1" 

During this interchange of remarks, which 
was carried on with considerable deliber- 
ation, and lengthy pauses between question 
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and answer^ Simmons contrived to fill the 
little groom's glass continually, with the 
remark,— " Come, drink away ! no heeltaps, 
young 'un," whilst he himself only sipped 
his liquor, and then pretended to fill up. 
But, astute as was the knowing valet, he 
failed to remark that his manoeuvre had 
been discovered by the Imp, who, whenever 
his host's head was turned, adroitly managed 
to pour the greater part of the contents of 
his glass on the floor, and then smack his 
lips over an imaginary draught. 

It was obviously the purpose of Mr. Sim- 
monds to *^ fuddle" the "young 'un," and 
thus draw him out, if he had anything to 
reveal ; and it was equally the purpose of 
the little Imp to keep himself cool and 
collected. 

"Let's have another bottle!" exclaimed 
the generous Simmons, a,s he poured the last 
drops into the boy's glass. 

"Well! I don't mind," replied the Imp, 
affecting an air of intoxication which he did 
not feel. 

The second bottle was brought; and the 
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same manoeuvre as before was commenced 
by each. 

^* What were you saying just now about 
having met me before ? " inquired the valet, 
with an air of perfect indiflference. 

'^ Only a foolish fancy," replied the boy, 
passing his hand unsteadily over his fore- 
head as if confused with drink. *^ I thought 
I had met a fellow once, out there, you 
know, some time ago, who was devilish like 
you." The valet flinched slightly ; but the 
Imp saw the movement, and winked to him- 
self. He felt he had hit his mark. " But, 
of course, it couldn't be you, my prince of 
valets," he continued ; " you are such an 
awful swell, and this man was a very poor 
object of humanity. I must have been a 
fool to imagine, for a moment, that— per- 
haps you have a brother." 

^^Don't know anything about poor rela- 
tions," said the vaJet, proudly. 

**No, of course not," laughed the little 
groom. 

Simmons was clearing his throat to try a 
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little cross-examination on his own side, 
when the Imp, with an easy air of famili- 
arity, which might have been induced by 
his supposed state of intoxication, again 
questioned, — *^ How did you pick up the 
baronet, old boy ? " 
"Casually/' 

" Been long in his service ?" 
" No ; a very short time." 
The Imp knew this to be a falsehood; 
and he again winked to himself with the 
conviction that the valet had reasons for 
concealing a knowledge of Sir Cyril Norton 
in previous years. To his mind the identi- 
fication of Mr. Simmons with the tramp of 
the " Famley Arms" was complete; and the 
connection of the baronet with the fellow 
had some evil secret attached to it. He 
had achieved his end, and won the game ; 
and there was no reason why he should 
play another card. So, with a well-acted 
drunken laugh, he swallowed his first full 
glass of champagne, with the stammered 
words. — " Here's luck to you ! " and let 
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fall his head betwelBn his arms, outstretched 
on the table. 

*^ Confound the little devil," thought Sim- 
mons to himself. ^^He is weaker in the 
head than I thought. But he has evidently 
no suspicion of me. So far, I have achieved 
my purpose. Now let him lie and rot if he 
will.'' 

Simmons rose and moved to the outer 
room to pay his score, without remarking 
that the Imp raised his head and followed 
him with his watchful eyes. 

For some minutes there had been a 
twanging of a discordant guitar before the 
public-house; and as Simmons entered the 
bar he was confronted by a woman, who 
came in at the same moment to see what 
remuneration she could earn for her sorry 
music. 

The woman was no longer young, and 
was inclined to be obese. Her cheeks, 
which must once have been handsome, 
were now pendent and flabby, in spite 
of the cheap rouge with which they 



Digitized by 



Google 



28 FOE EVEE AND NEVER. 

were smeared. Her flaunting but shabby- 
dress descended only half-way down her 
stout legs. In one hand she held the 
guitar. There was a general air of a com- 
mon street acrobat about her. 

Simmons started painfully as this unin- 
viting apparition stood before him. He 
turned hastily without waiting for his 
change, and re-entered the private room. 
The woman, too, had fixed her eyes on the 
valet with an air of startled recognition : 
and, before Mr. Simmons could close the 
door on her, she had pushed her way into 
the room. 

^^No, no! Jack Simmons, you shall not 
avoid me now," she cried in a ginny voice, 
half choked by emotion ; "I knew you at 
once, spite of your disguise." 

^' I don't know you, woman," said the 
valet, angrily. ^^ Go away ! go away ! do 
you hear ? '' 

"You don't know me, oh no?" sneered 
the woman, sarcastically. ^* You don't know 
your old pal, Susan Salter — Signora Salterelli 
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« 

of the show ? You bolted from us when we 
were at Fordham. I have sought for you 
far and wide. You had promised me mar- 
riage — lying, treacherous hound that you 
were; and I am not going to let you 
escape me now." 

" Go away, woman ! go away ! " was all 
that Simmons could say. 

" No, I shall not go away, until I have 
had redress from you. Jack Simmons," ex- 
claimed the ex-columbine of the circus. 
"See what I have come to now, and all 
along of you! But you are mine by 
promise and vow; and I mean to stick 
to you now." 

"Go along, woman! you are mad!'' stam- 
mered the disconcerted man : and he moved 
towards the door, after convincing himself 
that the Imp still slept, as he thought, and 
had heard nothing. 

But the woman was before him. She 
placed her broad back against the door and 
barred his passage. 

*^ I am not mad, though you have nigh 
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made me so," she cried. "But, if I can't 
have redress, I will have revenge/' 

Simmons laughed scornfully. "Revenge 
indeed! Look out, you drunken trull! In 
another minute I shall put you in the hands 
of the police, and have you lodged in quod, 
for threatening me/' 

" Call the police ! do ! " screamed the 
woman, " and I will tell them a tale worth 
two of yours. I know more of you than 
you think, Jack Simmons. I did not hunt 
for you quite in vain." 

Simmons grew deadly pale. What did 
she mean? With a sudden movement he 
seized her by the arm, flung her violently 
into the middle of the room, and rushed out 
of the house. 

She was about to follow, when she was 
recalled by a voice. The Imp had risen, 
and was standing by the table as ^' sober as a 
judge." 

" Come here, my good woman," he said, 
kindly. *^ That fellow is not worth you. 
Here's a tip for you to begin with ; '' and 
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he handed her haJf-a-crown. *^Give me 
your address; and we'll talk more about 
this matter another day — soon." 

The woman looked at the boyish figure 
with surprise. But she handed him a dirty 
scrap of paper with the address, for the 
present, of Signora Salterelli. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A GATHERING STORM. 

There was the sound of a harsh voice, 
mingled with shrill cries, in the upper part 
of the Redmayne establishment. Lady Red- 
majme had invaded the day nursery, and 
had, as usual, excited the children to revolt. 
She was shaking Master Harry roughly, 
and lecturing him sharply, for having dared 
to leave his bed, in spite of the protesta- 
tions of the little boy, as far as he could 
jerk them out between the shakes, that he 
was not ill, and had not been naughty, and 
had no right to be put to bed. Biddies, 
who was in attendance, then came in for 
her share of the scolding for having allowed 
the child to get up. 
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^^He is all right, my lady/' said the 
maid, sharply; *^his ducking did him no 
harm." And turned her back to "make a 
face" — a performance, which immediately 
created much hilarity in the two children. 

" He might be in a high fever for 
aught you know, woman," said Lady Red- 
mayne, acrimoniously; "look how flushed 
his face is." 

" Woman, indeed ! " grunted Biddies 
between her teeth. 

"And you, you naughty wicked boy," 
recommenced his grandmother, shaking 
Master Harry afresh. "How dared you 
get into the water ! You might have been 
drowned." 

" Faimy pushed me," howled the boy. 

" No, I didn't — you story," cried the girl, 
showing a disposition, on her own side, to 
be aggressive. 

" Don't you think, my lady," suggested 
Biddies, who saw her opportunity, "that 
Miss Norman must have been greatly to 
blame?" 
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" Of course she was to blame," cried 
Lady Redmayne, jumping eagerly at the 
suggestion. *^ There could be no doubt she 
was most culpable; and if the poor child 
had been drowned we could have had her 
in the criminal dock as his murderess." 

^* I should think so, indeed," said Biddies, 
decisively. 

"She pulled me out," interposed Master 
Harry, sturdily ; " and papa kissed her 
for it." 

" What ? " shouted Lady Redmayne with 
an explosive ejaculation. 

"What?" echoed the maid with some- 
what lesser force. 

"Oh, yes," cried the little girl, "he 
was so pleased he kissed her several times." 

" Good heavens ! this is worse than I 
could have imagined," cried the outraged 
lady-mother. " And has it come to this 
already ! the hussey must out of the house 
at once.'' 

" Who must go out of the house ? " said 
Lilian, entering at the moment. 
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^*Your charming governess!'* resumed 
Lady Kedmayne^ with a dignified sneer. 
"Your husband has been actually kissing 
her, my dear ! " 

"He has told me all about it/' replied 
her daughter, quietly. " She had saved 
Harry's life, and was insensible herself ; he 
happened to be in Kensington Gardens, 
and saw the accident; he was so excited 
and so grateful, he scarcely knew what he 
did." 

" A likely story ! " sneered the mother. 
" If you don't send that girl away at 
once, Lilian, you are a fool ; and you will 
deserve anything you may get.'* 

" I don't need to send her away," said 
Lilian, sorrowfully ; " she is going of her 
own accord." 

" Going 1 " cried Lady Redmayne, sur- 
prised. 

Biddies was surprised too, but radiant 
with delight. 

" I have just seen her," pursued Lilian. 
"She told me she must leave me on ac- 
d2 
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count of ill health; and I could not per- 
suade her to alter her intention." 

" Do you mean to say that she had the 
insolence to give you warning ? " was 
Lady Redmayne's rather illogical remark. 

" Just so," said her daughter. 

*^It is very singular, very singular, in- 
deed," said her mother ; ** and where is she 
going?" 

^a don't know." 

"I suppose she knows herself." A thought 
seemed suddenly to strike Lady Redmajnie, 
and she added, with a deliberate sneer, "At 
least I presume Mr. Redmayne will know." 

*^ What do you mean ? " 

"I only mean that it is natural, Mr. 
Redmayne, in the true spirit of Christian 
charity, should find a secure asylum for a 
poor wandering heroine, to whom he is so 
grateful, on her leaving his house." 

"Ernest does not even know that she is 
going," uttered Mrs. Redmayne, in a de- 
fiant tone. 

" Indeed ! I wonder what he would say 
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if you were to cross-examine him on the 
subject." 

" Mother ! all these insinuations are as 
uncalled-for as they are base," cried Lilian, 
with an air of indignation, although in a 
doubtful tone, as if the dart had already 
begun to wound her. 

Biddies looked on, and rubbed her hands 
with satisfaction. 

" Lilian I Lilian!" cried Lady Redmayne, 
as her daughter turned away. *^You are 
an utter fool ; and no experience seems to 
make you wiser ! Your husband neglects 
you ; and he is still your darling and your 
dear. He brings a pretty girl into the 
house " 

" It wasn't he ! " interposed Lilian, 
sharply. 

" Who knows ? " pursued the mother, with 
still bolder insinuation. '^At all events, 
when he returns home he is supposed to be 
a stranger to her ; and yet, singular to say, 
in a very short time they are on the best of 
terms. They meet in Kensington Gardens 
— oh ! you needn't protest — by accident, of 
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course — oh, of course ! " The reiteration was 
in the shaipest tone of irony. ** He kisses 
her several times, you are told; and then 
you are humbugged by him into believing 
that these infamous caresses were bestowed 
in gratitude. Was ever such consummate 
folly, even in a woman so sillily infatuated 
as you are ? " 

'' Biddies, take the children away ! '• said 
LQian, choking. 

^* We don't want to go ! " was shrieked in 
a duet. 

** Take them away, Biddies ! I won't 
have their young minds corrupted by their 
grandmother.'' 

" But I want to slap nasty old granny!" 
howled Master Harry, as he was dragged 
away with his sister. 

**It is shameful what you are doing, 
mother," sobbed Lilian, descending rapidly 
from lofty indignation to a state of abject 
weakness, bordering on hysterics. 

*^Have it your own way, dear — have it 
your own way," said Lady Redmayne, 
sitting down with an air of resignation. " I 
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wash my hands of the whole affair, and, if 
you will persist in shutting your eyes and 
making a fool of yourself, you can't expect 
me to show any compassion for you when 
the blow falls." 

Lilian also sat down with sunken head. 
It was evident that some impression had 
been made, and that she was beginning to 
succumb to her mother's influence. There 
was silence between the two for a time. At 
last Lilian rose. 

** I will go to Ernest at once," she said. 

^^ And be cajoled by him again, I pre- 
sume," laughed her mother, scornfully. 

** I shall do what is right,'' replied Mrs. 
Redmayne, in as firm a tone as she could 
command ; but it was evident that the barb 
rankled in the wound. She left the room. 

" I must do what I can to save the silly 
girl," was Lady Redmayne's thought, as 
she sat patting her foot impatiently on the 
floor. 

Ernest Redmayne was seated in his study 
brooding painfully over his ^^ cruel position," 
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as he termed it. It was true that his love 
for Mary Norman, once as sincere as it was 
fervent, had blazed up once more in his 
heart with a flame all the more fierce on 
account of the obstacles in his path. He 
had now the miniature of Mary Norman 
before him, on which he was gazing passion- 
ately. The study-door opened abruptly; 
and his wife was before him. He had only 
just time to push the portrait away under 
some papers as he looked up. Lilian saw 
the movement, which was hasty enough to 
startle her, and arouse a fleeting suspicion ; 
but she saw no more. 

**Why don't you knock, dear?" cried 
Ernest, impatiently. "You know I hate to 
be intruded on suddenly when I am busy.'' 

"Were you so very busy?" said Lilian, 
with a glance towards the spot where the 
miniature l\^d been partially concealed. 

" You women have no notion of the 
troubling affairs which occupy a man in my 
position," was the evasive answer of her 
husband. 
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"And are you very troubled just now, 
dear?" inquired Mrs. Redmayne, drawing 
near, and placing her hand caressingly on 
her husband's shoulder. 

He flinched at the touch, and, shaking off 
the hand, answered tetchily, " Don't I tell 
you I am?" A pause— then, " Well, as you 
choose o interrupt me, what is it? What 
have you to say?" 

" I think, Ernest,'' said the wife, ^* that, 
in mere common politeness, you might ofEer 
me a chair." 

"So! it is to be a regular sitting, is it? 
Oh ! very well. Mrs. Redmayne, will you 
do me the honour to take a seat?" He rose, 
laughing, and made a mock bow. 

*^0h, Ernest 1 how can you be so dis- 
agreeable?" 

^* Disagreeable? When I do my best to 
show you that formal politeness on which 
you insist ? " 

" I don't want your formal politeness, you 
know, but your affection." 

^^ So ! the old story 1 complaining again !" 
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" I should not complain if you were not 
so unkind.'* 

"What next? Why not accuse me at 
once of downright cruelty? I am sick of 
this continued nag-nag-nagging, learned in 
your lady-mother's school. If you want to 
quarrel with me out with it at once, Lilian ; 
and don't go beating about the bush." 

*^But I don't want to quarrel with you, 
Ernest. I wish to show you how dearly I 
love you — ^prove the depth of my affection 
for you. You know how much I love you 
from my heart of hearts.'* And Lilian again 
placed her hands on her husband's shoulders, 
and, leaning over his chair, put her face 
close to his, as if to kiss him. 

Ernest shook her ofE pettishly. It was 
never his intention to be ojjherwise than 
kind to his little wife ; but he was irritated 
beyond measure. He was nigh driven mad 
by the position into which his own want of 
principle had plunged him. After a moment 
he controlled himself, however. 

''Well, well! "he said; "it's all right! 
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and you know I am fond of you when you 
don't worry me! Well, now, what have 
you to say to me ? " 

*^ I wanted to tell you that our new nur- 
sery-governess is about to leave us." She 
watched him very narrowly as she said 
the words. 

Ernest could not suppress a start and a 
frown. He answered sulkily, ^* Well, I knew 
it!" 

"You knew it?" Had not her mother 
insinuated as much p 

"That is — I mean — I knew that your 
mother's temper must drive her out of the 
house, sooner or later." 

" But what do you say to her going ? " 

"Don't ask me to interfere in your 
household arrangements. What are they 
tome?" 

" But I thought you were so fond of 
Miss Norman ! " 

This was said with a searching glance 
at him. 

Ernest struggled with himself for com- 
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posure. It was with difficulty he could 
manage to say with calmness, 

" There, go, go, now 1 You have told 
me what you wanted to tell, go, gol and 
leave me ! " 

** But you seem so excited, so agitated ; 
what is it, Ernest?" pursued the foolish 
wife. "What is it?" 

"So you are beginning to worry again, 
and I shall retire, if you don't," cried 
Ernest, angrily, rising and walking to- 
wards the door. 

" I'll save you that trouble," said Lilian, 
moving in the same direction on the other 
side of the table. As she hurried by — was it 
accident ? or was it curiosity? — she brushed 
the papers lying over the miniature, and 
disclosed the portrait of Mary Norman. 
She glanced at it, and was unable to sup- 
press a cry. Ernest turned. 

"What is that tragic note now?" he 
said. "Are you going to give me a scene 
of heroics ? If so, the sooner I get out of 
the way the better." 
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Before he could reach the door, however, 
Lilian was there, and with the accusing 
words, ** You seem in a mighty hurry to 
fly to the arms of the young woman," left 
the room. 

Ernest Redmayne stood, as if thunder- 
struck. It was very evident that his wife 
had some suspicion of the truth. 

Lilian Kedmayne staggered upstairs to 
the drawing-room, and sank down on a seat 
in the broad terraced balcony which skirted 
that portion of the house towards the 
garden. 

Her brain whirled; and she welcomed 
the air without, which had the chilliness 
of approaching autumn. The sun shone, 
however; and its rays, filtering through the 
leaves of the tall plants, which adorned the 
gallery profusely, and those of the waving 
creepers, which hung from above, flickered 
on her upturned face, which seemed to be 
appealing to heaven against the injustice 
of her lot, and bestowed seeming convul- 
sive twitchings to her features. Spite of 
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the insinuations of Lady Redmayne, her 
suspicions of her husband's misconduct had 
been vague and ill-defined. She could not 
bring herself to believe that any connec- 
tion could exist between him and the 
nursery-governess. It seemed nigh impos- 
sible. But the sight of that likeness in 
her husband's possession, together with his 
evident desire to conceal it from her, had 
come to her as accusing evidence, which it 
was impossible to resist. Amidst all her 
harassing doubts she would willingly have 
welcomed even her mother as a confidant 
of the bitter thoughts, which swept over 
her mind. But she was alone. She had 
no one to whom to open her heart. Was 
it possible that the love of her Ernest had 
gone from her? That he loved another? 
That he was so base — and equally base 
the girl whom she had trusted, and for 
whom she had learned to entertain a deep 
regard ? Oh ! it was cruel — cruel ! She sat 
with clasped hands, rocking herself to and 
fro, until at last she gave way to her 
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emotion. She covered her face with her 
hands and burst into a flood of tears. 

The door of the drawing-room had been 
opened, and a visitor had been announced. 
But Lilian had heard nothing. Presently 
her attention was aroused, less by the sound 
of steps than by a sort of inward feeling 
that some one was close by her. She raised 
her head. Sir Cyril Norton stood before 
her. Her first effort was to conceal her 
tears. But she felt at once that any pre- 
tence or subterfuge would be vain. She 
hastily passed her handkerchief over her 
eyes and rose to greet the visitor. He had 
arrived at that propitious moment when 
her heart was bursting to reveal itself ; and, 
though her first feeling was one of shame 
at being found with all the evidences of her 
weakness on her face, she could not help 
looking on the designing young baronet, 
much as she otherwise feared and mistrusted 
him, as a friend. 

** I am grieved to have intruded on you, 
Mrs. Redmayne, at so unpropitious a mo- 
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ment/' said Sir Cyril Norton, in his well- 
practised cajoling tones. "Excuse me, I 
had better leave you ; I see you are in sor- 
row. But yet, if I could *^ He paused. 

Lilian shook her head, but she did not 
bid him go. 

" If I could console you," pursued Sir 
Gyril, "how happy should I be. You know 
my interest in all that concerns you — ^you 
know my regard for you. There was a 
time when I should have said my affection 
for you. But that you have rejected— and 

yet, even still .'' And the wily young 

baronet again paused and uttered a pro- 
longed and heavy sigh. 

Lilian remained silent, with her head 
sunken, wiping away her tears. Sir Cyril 
watched her with a complacent smile, and 
then quietly sank into a seat by her side. 

" Those poor tears make my heart bleed," 
he resumed, in a well-assumed tone of 
pathetic commiseration. "Would that I 
could have the privilege of wiping them 
from your eyes." 
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"What matter my tears?" stammered 
Lilian, *Hhey can be nothing to yon/^ Sir 
Cyril uttered an exclamation of denial of 
such a proposition. "And I am ashamed 
of them. It is utterly foolish of me to cry 
like a child, and for nothing — ^for nothing." 

" Nothing ? Are cruelty and neglect 
nothing ? " 

" What do you mean ? " said Lilian, look- 
ing up. 

" You see I know everything." 

" What do you know ? Speak — tell me." 

" I know that your unworthy husband is 
faithless to you; that he has an intrigue 
with another woman." 

" You know this ! but how ? " 

" The matter is patent. It is the talk of 
the clubs." 

" Good heavens ! " gasped Lilian. " Is his 
misconduct so notorious?" 

" Men will chatter scandal, as well as 
women," said Sir Cyril, with a smile. 

"And what do these people say?" cried 
the deluded woman, eagerly. 
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*^ Well 1 if you will have it — although it 
would have been better, certainly, that it 
should never have come to your knowledge. 
On second thoughts, it would be wiser and 
kinder in me to hold my tongue." 

"What do they say ?'^ repeated Lilian, 
excitedly. 

" You insist — well ! they say — and let us 
hope it is not true — that he has a liaison with 
the governess of your children." Lilian 
could not suppress a start. " They say that, 
in spite of his affected ignorance of her 
when she came into the house, it was he 
who had adroitly formed the means of in- 
troducing her." Her mother^s insinuation 
to this effect darted through Lilian's mind. 
'^Indeed, this affected ignorance of her 
might be taken as a sure proof of his com- 
plicity, inasmuch as it is well known that 
they were intimate friends." 

"What?" cried Lilian, springing up, 
aghast. 

" Well ! " pursued the drawing-room lago, 
" I fear that it has been most circumstan- 
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tially proved, that only a few years ago 
love-passages took place between them." 

^^ Infamous I " exclaimed the agonised 
wife. 

" What is more, it is very certain," pur- 
sued Sir Cyril, ^^that she is in possession 
of a miniature of Mr. Bedmayne, which 
she cherishes in secret." 

" She has hia portrait too," muttered 
Lilian to herself, walking away with her 
hands clenched. Then turning suddenly on 
Sir Cyril Norton, she exclaimed, almost 
angrily, " And how did you know this ? " 

*^ You must pardon me if I decline to give 
the source of my information. But the truth 
of what I tell you can easily be tested. This 
portrait is concealed in a little box or casket, 
which may be found among her possessions." 

" I must have conviction ! — I must have 
conviction!" repeated the excited woman, 
rather to herself than to her companion, as 
she walked hastily into the drawing-room. 

Sir Cyril Norton followed her. 

"Pardon me, if I appear rude," said 
E 2 
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Lilian. ^^ But I am scarcely mistress of my- 
self. You have wounded me cruelly." 

*' But you must feel that I " com- 
menced Sir Cyril in his blandest and most 
cajoling voice. 

"Yes! yes! I know/* interrupted his poor 
dupe, *^ you mean well with me." And she 
held out her hand. 

The baronet seized her hand and pressed 
it with fervour and for a considerable length 
of time. 

Absorbed as Lilian was, she could not 
misunderstand the true meaning of that 
pressure. Her whole face became flushed: 
and she withdrew her hand, but without 
any show of anger or indignation. Sir Cyril 
felt that he had wound another coil around 
his victim. But he was too adroit a lady- 
killer to pursue any advantage at such a 
moment. He only took her hand once more 
to kiss it courteously ; and then he dropped 
it with a sigh. 

" Forgive me the sorrow I have unwit- 
tingly caused you," he said. " I would only 
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be a friend — a true friend to you. I would 
prove it at all times. You believe me ? " 

"Yes — yes, I believe you!'^ said Lilian, 
abstractedly and hurriedly. Her thoughts 
were evidently fixed on her jealous torments 
again. 

" I had better leave you now, I fear.'^ 

" Yes — yes ! you had better leave me 
now." She scarcely knew what he said. 

" But I will return shortly, when you are 
less moved. It is my duty to protect you 
and watch over you." 

Sir Cyril left the room, as Lilian fell back 
on a sofa. 

" How easily the poor woman fell into 
my snare," thought the baronet, with com- 
placency, as he descended the stairs: "Fool, 
like them all! and you, my proud Miss 
Mary Norman, will soon be left to my 
tender mercies ! " 

In the hall, as Sir Cyril passed, was Mr. 
Joseph Seaman, apparently occupied with 
some of the effects of Mr. Redmayne : and 
when Henderson opened the street-door he 
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made a rapid sign to the baronet to await 
him, and disappeared, like a sprite through 
a vampire-trap, into the passage leading to 
the lower regions. 

Sir Cyril lingered a little. Joseph Sea- 
man quickly appeared from the area-gate 
and followed him. 

**What have you to say?" said the 
baronet, without turning his head. 

" It's all right. The governess is going 
to leave," was muttered low to him. 

"Abeady!" 

" She is going of her own accord." 

^^ That's well! When?" 

" Directly — perhaps to-night — certainly 
to-morrow. I learned this just now from 
my young woman." 

" HoUol" said Sir Cyril. "She has played 
my game there. But now I must change 
my tactics. Going at once I H'm 1 It will 
be difficult to manage — but it must be done. 
Come to my chambers in an hour for instruc- 
tions, Simmons. You can get away?^' 
Simmons nodded. "And don't let your 
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young woman forget the miniature; you 
understand?" Simmons showed his under- 
standing by a grin. 

As the two parted, Dr. Millington, who 
had been sent for to see Master Harry, came 
up on his way to the house. He bowed 
coldly to Sir Cyril, then looked attentively 
at Mr. Joseph Seaman. 

" I have seen that face before," he re- 
flected, " but I can't remember where, and 
under strange circumstances, if I'm not mis- 
taken. It is an evil wizen face, and one not 
easily forgotten." 
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CHAPTER VIII. . 

THE LETTER. 

The axea-bell was rung, and when Hen- 
derson obeyed the summons below he found 
a horsily dressed individual with a straw in 
his mouth, waiting at the area-gate. 

^^Well, what is it?" he asked, after 
scanning the visitor with a supercilious air. 

^* Want to see Joseph Seaman," replied 
the man, " if he's in. It^s business. Come, 
look sharp, flunkey, and drive on." 

" Don^t know that you can see Mr. Red- 
mayne^s valet just now," said the man- 
servant, less pleased than ever with the 
appearance of the fellow, on further inspec- 
tion. 

'' Must.'' 
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Henderson grunted, shrugged his shoul- 
ders, and disappeared. 

Presently the long wizen face of the valet 
peered cautiously out of the servants' door. 
After reconnoitering for a moment, Mr. 
Simmons, alias Seaman, mounted the area 
steps and faced the stranger. 

"Well?'* was all he said. 

". Your name is Joseph Seaman, I 
suppose?" pursued the individual, twist- 
ing the straw from side to side, in his 
mouth. 

^* For want of a better, it is. What brings 
you here ? " 

" Sent by — you know who." 

"The Bart.?" 

"The Bart." 

" All right ! What's afloat? " 

"Letter to you — private, confidential, and 
immediate." The straw was twisted about 
half a dozen times for the enunciation of this 
long phrase, which was accompanied by a 
considerable grin on the man's face. 

" Hand over ! " 
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A hat, set jauntily on the man's head, was 
removed, and from beneath its lining a 
paper was cautiously extracted, and handed 
over with the words, *^ There's the billey." 

The valet opened the note, and read with 
evident interest. He then looked up and 
said, " Are you the cabman?" 

"Yes! Tm the cabby." 

"And you have received your instruc- 
tions?" 

"Grot my orders, I suppose you mean; 
in course I have. I am to wait about here 
at this end of the Exhibition Road all the 
day, til] I'm called. I'm jolly well paid 
for the work, I can tell you; and there's 
more down if all goes right, and no ques- 
tions asked, you know." 

" I'll whistle three times for you, when 
you are wanted." 

"I'm fly!" 

The man nearly dropped the precious straw 
during the wink with which he accompanied 
the last words. 

When the fellow had disappeared, the 
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valet descended the area steps, again read- 
ing the letter attentively. 

In the passage leading to the servants' 
hall he was met by his confederate, Miss 
Martha Biddies. 

"Just you I wanted to see, my child," 
he said, passing his arm comfortably around 
the girl's waist. 

"Lord, Joseph !" simpered Biddies, "you 
have such queer ways with you — ^flustering a 
poor girl so." 

" What's the harm of a little fluster, when 
we are going to be married, my darling ? '' 
"And when is that to be?" whispered 
the girl, coquettishly. 

" When we have settled our affairs in this 
house. Now, how about that likeness of Mr. 
Redmayne?" 

" Now's your time to get it. That precious 
young female is gone out with the brats; 
and the little fools are crying and howling 
about her going away. There isn't a soul 
on the nursery floor." 

" Grood ! Then we shall see what we shall 
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see! But you must take care that all the 
young woman's things are ready for her 
departure at any moment." 

*^ As if I were going to pack up for the 
girl ! " snorted Miss Biddies, tossing up her 
head indignantly. ^^I shall do no such 
thing, I can tell you." 

" Don't talk nonsense, my sweet pet," said 
the valet. " I mean only, that everything 
must be ready, and there must be no 
delay. Here, throw your pretty eyes over 
this letter ! '' And he handed over the note 
just received. " That will explain, and 
mind that nobody sees it. I had better be 
upstairs at once, for fear my young lady 
should come home with the children." With 
this the valet impressed a chaste salute on 
the cheek of Martha Biddies, and then 
sneaked quickly up the back-stairs, without 
perceiving that old Rust had appeared at the 
other end of the passage and witnessed the 
latter part of the interview. 

The nursery-maid was moving towards 
the servants' hall with the letter open in her 
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hand, when she was startled by a loud 
" h^m " behind her. She hastily thrust the 
letter into her apron-pocket on seeing her 
enemy, the old butler and factotum. 

^^ I wish, Mr. Rust, you would moderate 
that nasty vulgar cough of yours. You go 
starting people out of their wits with your 
explosions," snarled Biddies, walking on. 

The old man frowned, and shook his head 
as he followed the woman. He evidently 
felt convinced that something wrong was 
intended by the malicious female to the 
object of her dislike, and that the purpose 
of it lay in the letter, which he had seen 
given into her hands. But any such pur- 
pose Rust was determined to counteract, 
if he could. A thought seemed to strike 
him : and his little grey eyes twinkled with 
sly satisfaction as he entered the servants^ 
hall. 

*' So, Martha Biddies," he said, '' you 
are taking up with master's new valet, I 
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nasty old Paul Pry?*' sneered the indig- 
nant maid-servant, sitting down. 

"Nothing to me, certainly," continued 
the old man. " Only I thought that such a 
fine girl as you might have done better for 
herself. With those bright eyes, and that 
trim figure, and that superior air, you could 
never be at loss for heaps of followers — 
likelier fellows than this Seaman.'' 

" Go away, Mr. Rust I what are you 
humbugging about — ^talking all this non- 
sense ? " said Martha Biddies, with a toss of 
the head, but evidently not ill pleased at 
the flattery. 

"Nonsense!" echoed Rust, "no such 
thing ! Everybody knows that you have 
the daintiest little waist in the world." And 
he approached her, as if about to pass his 
hands round that dainty waist. The apron- 
pocket, which contained the letter, lay so 
temptingly nigh. 

But the old man was foiled in his at- 
tempt. 

" Hands off, you old wretch I " cried 
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Biddies, putting on an air of offended 
modesty, in her most dignified manner. 

^* You needn't squeal so," pursued Rust, 
smiling, " I mean no harm. I know that 
such an old boy as I am is quite out of the 
running with such a young Venus as you, 
Martha Biddies. You are a prize for my 
betters. Why I if you had chosen, you 
might have captivated some young fellow 
of family and fortune, and have become a 
lady : and a splendid lady you would have 
made. 

^^I believe you are right, there," said 
Martha Biddies, as she pulled herself up, 
and perked her head aloft. "I don't see 
why I shouldn^t make as good a lady as 
many who flaunt in fine gowns and ride in 
their carriages.'^ 

"Why not, indeed?'' continued Rust, 
with enthusiasm. 

**It's the clothes as does it, Mr. Rust,'* 
pursued the maid-servant. 

'^ Certainly, when there's beauty to set 
them off," hinted the wily old man. " Now 
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if you were only to stick out your dress 
there, behind, and just loop it up a bit, and 
give yourself a consequential air, there you 
would be — come now, Biddies." 

Biddies laughed with satisfaction, set out 
her dress with the aid of a few pins, and 
strutted along the floor with an affected air. 

" Only take that ugly apron off," con- 
tinued Rust, *^and you would be a lady, 
complete." 

The unwary Biddies, enveloped in the net 
of flattery, untied her apron and tossed it 
on the table. The old man's hand was on 
it immediately, and, as the conceited girl 
pranced away, the coveted letter was quickly 
abstracted from the pocket. 

'^ Bravo ! bravo ! That's the very thing ! " 
cried Rust, with a great chuckle of satisfac- 
tion. 

At this juncture, Henderson entered the 
servants' hall. The trick was played, and 
the old butler's whole manner changed. He 
took up the apron, and flung it in the girl's 
face. 
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"And now, Martha Biddies," he cried, 
"tie on that badge of decent servitude 
again; and don't make a fool of yourself 
any longer.'* With this he left the room. 

*^Well!" said the maid to the giggling 
footman, " that man is the biggest brute 
I ever came near; and you are as bad, 
grinning at me in that way," and she sat 
herself down in a rage. 

It may be recorded at once that Biddies 
shortly afterwards missed the letter which 
had been confided to her. She believed, 
however, that she must have dropped it; 
and she hunted for it in vain. 

Rust had settled himself in his own 
private pantry. He adjusted his spectacles 
on his nose. The letter was placed before 
him ; and this is what he read — 

" When she is going, a cab will be wait- 
ing hard by, driven by a sure hand. Call it. 
The man will drive her, whatever she may 
say, or whatever resistance she may make, 
to the lodgings I have procured for her." 

It was signed "C.N." 

VOL. II. F 
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Rust was a little bewildered at first. Who 
was going, for whom a cab was to be called? 
Nobody, surely, but the nursery-governess. 
It seemed certain to him that this myste^ 
rious missive was connected, as he had at 
first imagined, with some plot against her. 

Now, the old man had from the first taken 
the part of Mary Norman, although chiefly 
only out of antagonism to the avowed 
hostility of that Miss Biddies. But, little by 
little, he had learned to respect the young 
nursery-governess. Her sweet manners, her 
patience, and her lady-like grace, had 
gradually won his heart ; and he had come 
to love her with an almost fatherly affection. 
There was evidently some design on her. 
She was to be transported, even against her 
will, to some place where she was to be 
detained. As this thought dawned on In'rn 
his old blood boiled. But what was he to do? 
Show the letter to some friend of Miss 
Norman, and ask advice ? But she had no 
friends whom he knew, or in whom he could 
confide, and there was evidently no time to 
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be lost. ^* Poor girl ! poor girl ! " he 
muttered to himself. Suddenly a thought 
struck him. ^' Yes ! Doctor Millington was 
apparently a good friend to the girl. Had 
not Biddies told him that she saw the doctor 
' spooning * on the girl, as she had coarsely 
and maliciously expressed it ? " He formed 
the resolution to show the letter to the 
doctor, and ask his advice in the emergency. 
But how was he to carry out this resolution ? 
The doctor had been already in the house 
that very day by Lady Redmayne's desire, 
to see Master Harry, who did not in the 
least want his services. It was highly im- 
probable that he would come again a second 
time. What was to be done ? Rust suddenly 
determined, at his own risk, to send off a 
telegram from the Exhibition Road close by, 
to Dr. Millington, begging him urgently to 
eome at once on a matter of vital import- 
ance. He would meet the doctor outside the 
house. Yes! It should be done! The doctor 
would forgive his impertinence in such a 
juncture, he was sure — at all events he woiUd 
f2 
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risk it. Rust hastily wrote the telegram; 
and in a few minutes it was despatched. 

The old man, however, was still in much 
perturbation of mind. Dr. Millington might, 
in all probability, not be at home when the 
telegram arrived ; or he might receive it and 
not think that it called for such immediate 
attention. Should he not come, and that 
quickly, what was to be done ? Mary Nor- 
man's boxes were already in the hall, and 
she might depart at any moment. Unable 
to control his impatience, Rust at last went 
out before the door. There was a cab 
waiting at the end of the Exhibition Road. 
That must, he thought, be the cage intended 
for his poor little fluttering bird. But there 
was no appearance of Dr. Millington. He 
returned into the house and waited. All 
was still there except the distant voices of 
crying children. Mr. Joseph Seaman ap- 
peared for a moment in the hall and looked 
out. Presently came Biddies to the man. 
The two whispered together — the maid 
laughing with evident glee at the story she 
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had to tell. Then they disappeared into the 
lower regions. More mischief was evidently 
on foot, in the opinion of poor anxious old 
Rust. The minutes of delay seemed hours 
to him. He again went out before the door. 
Among the carriages coming down the 
Exhibition Road could one be that of Dr. 
Millington ? He was so agitated that he al- 
most allowed one brougham to pass him; 
but it flashed across him in time that it 
was the very carriage for which he was 
on the look-out. He hailed it with a shout. 
The carriage stopped, and Dr. Millington's 
face appeared at the window. 

^^Is that you, Rust?" he exclaimed, as 
the old man came panting to the carriage- 
door. "What is the matter? Is anybody 
suddenly taken ill in the house? It's not 
Miss Norman — is it?" he added with 
evident anxiety. 

** No," answered Rust, shaking his head. 
** She is not ill, that I know of — though she 
has been so sadly ailing lately that it has 
made my heart bleed to see her. But she 
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may be in danger, poor dear girl, for all 
that/' 

^^What do you mean?" cried Dr. Mil- 
lington. 

" I will explain. But it is a long story." 

" Let's drive on at once then." 

^* Please, sir, I would rather speak to you 
alone, without going back to the house/' 

"You keep me on the rack," said the 
doctor, impatiently. " Here jump in." 
Rust obeyed, although his ** jump " was but 
leisurely; and orders were given to the 
coachman to drive at a slow pace along 
the Cromwell Road. 

"Oh, sir!'* commenced Rust, "can you 
forgive me having had the impertinence 
to send that telegram to you ? It was not 
for a man in my position to take such a 
liberty: but " 

" For Heaven's sake, man," interrupted 
Millington, " don't torture me. I forgive 
you anything you please — everything. But 
you say Miss Norman is in danger. Come to 
that point, at once I " 
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** Well, sir! I didn't mean to say that Miss 
Norman actually was in danger," pursued 
the old man. " Only I thought she might 
be!" 

** Grrant me patience ! Tell me what you 
actually do mean." 

" The fact is, there is something going on 
which I don't like at all — something dread- 
fully suspicious — and I fancy it is meant 
against the poor dear girl — Miss Norman, I 
mean. And I knew you had a liking for 
her— that is, I thought you were her friend : 
and I took the liberty " 

" Yes I yes ! but now what is this dread- 
ful business ? Do you want me, as a doctor, 
to kill or cure, or what?" 

Dr. Millington endeavoured to put on that 
air of banter which belonged to his natural 
manner. But he was evidently anxious and 
uneasy, and his voice quivered. 

*^ Will you please to cast your eye over 
this, sir," said Rust, taking the mysterious 
letter out of his pocket, ^* and let me know 
what you think of it ? " -^ 
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*^ Is it a wrong prescription ? " said Mil- 
lington, with another attempt at a smile; 
but he started as he read the words. " Yes, 
yes ! " he said. " This is evidently some 
foul conspiracy to lure the poor girl into 
some one's power. C. N. — C. N. — ^Who can 
it be? Ah! Cyril Norton! It is Kkely 
enough to be the work of that unscrupulous 
libertine. But how did this equivocal docu- 
ment come into your hands ? '* 

The pale wrinkled cheeks of old Rust 
were profusely suffused with a blush, as he 
hazarded the falsehood, ^^ By a strange 
accident, sir. There is a man concerned 
in the affair — a fellow whom I never liked 
— a specious rascal, I fancy — who is Mr. 
Redmayne's new valet." 

"Hm!" said Dr. Millington, reflecting. 
" Was he recommended by Sir Cryril 
Norton?" 

" I think not," said Rust, doubtfully. '' I 
don't know I I'll try and find out." 

*^A11 in good time! You are right, my 
old friend. There is evidently something 
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devilish wrong going on. You have acted 
admirably in appealing to me. The doctor 
shall administer a good dose to the patients, 
who may need it. Drive back to Mr. Red- 
mayne's," he called to the coachman, put- 
ting his head out of the window; then, 
slapping Rust on the knee, he added, em- 
phatically, " You have a good heart, my 
man." 

" No, sir, no I '' said the old fellow in a 
deprecating tone. *^ I have no good heart. 
I believe all I have done was only to spite 
that woman Biddies, who has always been 
so nasty with the poor girl ; and, as for a 
heart, I don't think I have one at all.'' 

"You want to persuade me of that" — 
said Millington, laughing; — "me, a doctor? 
What do you know of anatomy, my friend ? 
I am bound to know something of the 
science: and I tell you, that you have a 
heart — and a good one too." 

During the interview between Dr. Mil- 
lington and the old butler, Sir Cyril Norton 
had parsed the house of the Redmaynes 
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several times. He had even condescended 
to look down into the area. A policeman, 
with an eye to the so-called perquisites of 
the cook, could not have evinced more zeal 
in his inspection of the lower premises. The 
thought would have sickened the exquisite 
baronet had it crossed his mind. But he 
was spared the mental humiliation. His 
only feeling was one of impatience and 
vexation. 

" Confound the fellow ! " he muttered to 
himself, ^^ he ought to have been on the 
look-out for me! I can't ring the bell and 
ask to be allowed to pay my respects to 
Mr. Joseph Seaman. But he shall pay for 
this!" 

Presently, his attention was attracted by 
a loud cough. On the other side of the 
road stood Simmons. Seeing that he had 
attracted the notice of his master the man 
leisurely moved up the circular road lead- 
ing to the new museum. Sir Cyril fol- 
lowed. 

"Now, what have you to tell me?*' he 
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said, as he came up with the fellow. " You 
have kept me dangling about in an abo- 
minable manner, you scoundrel.'' 

Simmons flinched a little and scowled; 
bnt it was with perfect obsequiousness that 
he answered, "It's all right, sir; the cab 
is there, but Miss is not yet on the start. 
She is waiting to take leave of Mrs. Red- 
mayne, who seems to be in her tantrums, 
and hasn't turned up yet. There's the devil 
to pay in the house, I should say, and if 
missus isn't already jealous I have no know- 
ledge in feminine nature." 

"The portrait has been played into her 
hands, I suppose." 

" I don't know as yet ; but it has been 
placed where she could not miss seeing it. 
The girl I told you of is a treasure of 
malice and adroitness. She has done the 
work to your heart's content." 

" Good ! But I hate being kept in sus- 
pense. By the way, I should like to see 
the girl — Miss Norman, I mean - if I could 
come to speech with her. I would willingly 
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give her another chance before I strike 
this blow. Are there no means of my 
speaking to her, and alone ? *' 

"She was in the garden, when I left 
the house, sitting in the stone alcove there, 
waiting till Mrs. Redmayne could make up 
her mind to see her. She looked awfully 
miserable as I caught sight of her. She 
gave me quite a turn; and I began to 
think that I had behaved to her like a 
brute." 

Sir Cyril laughed. 

" Simmons, the burglar, the acrobat, the 
roguish valet, turning repentant ! " he 
sneered. " By Jove ! that's a new phase 
of humanity, and one I am not going to 
permit in a fellow who is bound to serve 
me on whatever track I may lead him. 
Take care ! or I may " He paused. 

The valet looked savage for a moment, 
but said nothing. 

*' Never mind! this is not business just 
now," resumed Sir Cyril. *^ Look here 1 
when I call, mind you are in the hall, and 
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contrive to introduce me into the garden 
instead of the drawing-room. You under- 
stand?" 

*' Oh ! I can play the fool, if I like, and 
make a mistake as well as my betters.'* 

*'Go back then, and wait in the hall 
for me." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE STORM BURSTS. 

The garden, which ran at the back of the 
house, was of considerable depth, and occu- 
pied greater space than is usual with such 
artificial plots of verdure in the great 
desert of stone and brick called London. 
It was. arranged with art and some taste, 
and was thickly adorned with such spread- 
ing bushes and gay flowers as are per- 
mitted by nature to thrive in the smoke- 
laden atmosphere and humid climate of 
the gigantic metropolis. Stone steps de- 
scended to it from the terrace-gallery of 
the dining-room floor; and a trellis-work 
screen covered with ivy and other creep- 
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ing plants shut o£E the basement, occupied 
by the domestics of the establishment, from 
this pleasant oasis. At the fui*ther end 
was a colonnade of stone arches, filled with 
tubs of plants and choice flowers, sepa- 
rating the garden from the neighbouring 
property; and in the centre of these arches 
stood an alcove, in which were placed two 
or three rustic seats, and a table of fan- 
tastic woodwork, as if to bestow an air of 
spurious rurality on a spot which was ^*of 
the town, towny," and delude those who 
might seek the seclusion of the retreat 
into the fency that there really was an 
air of the country pervading the preten- 
tious make-believe. 

The autimin weather was unusually fine — 
to use the customary epithet of Londoners, 
who always insist in asserting that a day 
is "fine" if it is not absolutely pouring 
with rain —although a slight haze hung 
over the whole scene. Some rays of a 
declining sun even contrived to permeate 
the thickened atmosphere, and give a look 
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of lurid brightness to the garden now and 
then. 

In the alcove was Mary Norman, in her 
quiet travelling dress. No rays of sun fell 
on her where she sat ; and she had an air 
of a depressing despondency in her atti- 
tude. She looked pale and worn. But still 
these signs of sadness of heart did not 
detract from her simple beauty. She was 
waiting to be summoned into the house. 

A last " good-bye '* had been said to her 
young charges, who, when the time had 
come for them to part from their patient 
task-mistress, had clung around her cry- 
ing and refusing to be comforted. They 
had learned to love her— spoiled, unruly 
children as they were; and no greater 
proof could have been given of the sweet 
nature and beneficent influence of the 
poor nursery-governess. 

But Mary was troubled. She had been 
refused all access to Mrs. Redmayne; and 
that lady, she heard, had been closeted with 
Martha Biddies, the nursery-maid. All was 
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ready for her departure. But it was neces- 
sary that she should see again one, in whose 
house she had lived, and take a respectful 
leave of her. Besides, Mrs. Redmayne had 
been kind to her; and to her last words 
of farewell she wanted to add her thanks. 
Why, then, was this strange conduct ? Why 
was she thus avoided ? The thought that 
Mrs. Redmayne had discovered the conduct 
of her husband tormented her sadly. But 
she knew the innocence of her own heart, 
and felt that she ought to have no appre- 
hensions. In quitting the house which held 
her once beloved Ernest she was aware that 
she was acting the right part, regardless 
of the misery which might be entailed on 
her. Her own conscience was calm ; but 
in her new-bom doubts and fears she was 
troubled — sorely troubled. 

Mary Norman sat with her head bent, 
looking moodily on the ground before her. 
But some instinctive feeling told her that 
there was a shadow near her. She raised 
her eyes — and Sir Cyril Norton stood before 
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her. As he had entered the garden from 
the basement premises behind the great 
screen of trellis-work under the guidance 
of Simmons, she had not been aware of his 
intrusion. She started up in some alarm. 
The man had always come before her as 
her evil genius ; and fear mingled with her 
sense of indignation. 

Sir Cyril raised his hat respectfully with 
his usual grace ; and Mary bowed her head 
coldly without a word and moved towards the 
house ; but her persecutor stood before her. 

" Miss Norman/' he said, in strictly 
measured tones of politeness, ^'you need 
not fear me. I am not about to address 
you in words of love. You have more than 
once rejected my deep and siacere aflfection 
for you. I would speak to you as a man 
of the world ; and I crave your attention 
for a few minutes as one who has learned 
by sad experience the trials and sorrows 
which the world heaps on an unprotected 
woman." 

*^ And I have learned at the same time/' 
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replied Mary, " to bear those sorrows and 
trials with courage, and to feel that pro- 
tection will be vouchsafed to me in good 
time." And she moved on. 

"Listen to me, I entreat you, one mo- 
ment!" pursued Sir Cyril, earnestly. " Let 
us put aside all thought of love and aflfec- 
tion. Let us talk common sense ; and does 
not common sense dictate to you how far 
better for yourself it would be to admit 
the homage which I offer you, and, by 
accepting the hand I stretch out to you 
in marriage, free yourself from a painful 
and humiliating position? As my wife 
you would gain independence, considera- 
tion, worldly wealth, and release from fear 
of penury — ^I would add the affection of 
a man who adores you, had I not promised 
to speak no more of my love. Reflect 
maturely, in cold blood, if you will, but 
as a girl of sense, before you reject me 
again, now that you are again cast on 
the world.*' 

"I have listened to you calmly, sir," 
g2 
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said Mary Norman, ^^as you addressed me 
in terms that 1 could hear ; and I am happy 
in return to thank you for the kindly feel- 
ing you appear to entertain for me, for 
which I am grateful — most grateful — I 
assure you. But it cannot be.'* 

**You once more refuse my offer?" said 
Sir Cyril, whose hasty temper appeared to 
be on the point of mastering him. " Is 
it that you mean ? " 

"I mean that, much as I thank you 
for your esteem and the honour you do 
me. Sir Cyril, I never can become your 
wife I '* Mary Norman again bowed, as 
she passed him and began to mount the 
steps leading to the terrace-gallery. 

"And to me you prefer humiliation — 
degradation ? '* pursued the baronet with 
increasing warmth, as he followed her up 
the steps. "You would rather be driven 
from this house with ignominy and meet 
the world's scorn than accept the pro- 
tecting arm which would shield you from 
your enemies ? " 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE STORM BURSTS. 85 

" There can be no degradation — no igno- 
miny—to one who pursues a just and steady 
course," said the girl, proudly, as she 
entered the dining-room, without turning 
round. 

**Take care! take care!'' exclaimed Sir 
Cyril, following. "I have warned you in 
time ! The ill, which may ensue from 
your obstinacy, you bring on your head." 

" Do you threaten me ? " cried Mary, 
turning on him. 

Before Sir Cyril could speak again, a voice 
exclaimed loudly, ^*Who dares to threaten 
here, in my house?" Ernest Redmayne 
had entered the room. 

Sir Cyril Norton started as Ernest con- 
fronted him; but he quickly assumed his 
customary air of arrogance before the man 
whom, of all others, he hated most. He 
knew that he was in that man's house, un- 
waranted, and was in a wholly false position. 
But swagger and bluster were too familiar 
elements with him to allow him to appear 
cowed. 
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" If you allude to me, sir/' he said stiffly, 
^*I have no intention of uttering any threat. 
I have had the honour of being received, in 
your house, I think you said'* — the em- 
phasis was given with an inflexion of sati- 
rical doubt — *' by Miss Norman, to whom I 
have offered such honourable proposals as I 
think no reasonable man could consider in 
the light of a threat: " and he laughed scorn- 
fully. 

Ernest Redmayne was irritated in the 
highest degree. But he felt himself in turn 
placed in a false position. Without replying 
to Sir Cyril, he turned to the embarrassed 
girl with the words, " Mary, what does this 
mean?" 

Mary Norman shrank from him, and fell 
back on a sofa, hiding her face in her hands. 

^^ Mary," repeated her former lover, ^* if 
you are insulted by this man, who has a 
better right to defend you than I have ? '^ 

Mary never stirred ; but a shudder passed 
through her frame. 

*^You see, sir," said Sir Cyril Norton, 
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with a disdainful air, *' that Miss Nor- 
man has no need of any defence from 
you/' 

'' Mary, speak!'' implored Ernest. 

" Miss Norman shows her good sense and 
taste," pursued the baronet, in his most 
scornful tones, *^by rejecting any tender 
advocacy from the man whom the world — 
oh! falsely, of course — stigmatises as her 
protector.'' 

** How dare you, sir, repeat so infamous 
a calumny?" cried Redmayne, turning on 
him. 

"I do not repeat it; I speak of it as 
common report, which you may hear freely 
enough in your own house." 

** Such an assertion merits chastisement," 
commenced Ernest, advancing on him. 

In a moment Mary Norman was between 
them. " For Heaven's sake let there be no 
quarrel on my account. I am leaving this 
house, and neither of you shall I ever see 
again." 

She moved towards the door, but Ernest 
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seized her by the hand and pulled- her to- 
wards him. 

" You shall not go," he exclaimed im- 
petuously, ^' until I have crushed down this 
foul aspersion— no matter from what source 
it comes." 

His action was so violent that Mary 
almost fell back into his arms. At the same 
moment the door opened, and Mrs. Red- 
mayne entered the room. The governess 
disengaged herself from the hands of the 
man who held her, and ran to Lilian as if 
to beg for protection; but she was waved 
away with an angry and imperative gesture. 
She drew back abashed. 

*^ Before my very eyes!" exclaimed Mrs. 
Redmayne, in a choking voice, as soon as 
she recovered herself sufficiently to gasp 
forth her words. ^^ Are you so lost to shame 
— both of you ? " And she glared angrily 
at her husband. 

" Lilian ! I will have none of this ! " cried 
Ernest. 

^*It is 1 who will have none of this!" 
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interrupted the indignant wife. *^ And here 
my will is paramount. Fortunately the house 
will soon be clear of your light-o'-love." 

Mary had scarcely time to cry with in- 
dignation, "Madam!" when Ernest advanced 
in evident passion on his wife. 

"Retract those words, Lilian," he ex- 
claimed, " or I shall " 

"You will strike me, I suppose," she 
broke in, "noble champion of injured 
innocence I Ah, you recoil ! Yes ! you see 
I have a man and gentleman here to defend 
me." 

Sir Cjril Norton merely shrugged his 
shoulders at this appeal to his chivalry ; but 
he still remained looking on the scene of 
turmoil with complacency. 

" Mrs. Redmayne," said Mary, advancing, 
with what calmness she could command, 
"in no way do I need, nor indeed will I 
accept, your husband's advocacy. I have 
nothing more to do in this house than to 
thank you for your past kindnesses, and to 
take my leave." 
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"Excuse me. Miss Norman," sneered 
Lilian, in a sardonic tone, " you have some- 
thing more to do in this house. You have 
to receiA'e this cheque for your wages ; and 
you have to explain how it is that, among 
your cherished possessions, you have my 
husband's portrait." And she held the 
miniature before Mary's eyes. 

Mary Norman started, and grew very pale 
as she looked on that once-loved miniature. 
But she quickly mastered herself, and, ad- 
vancing on Lilian, said in clear firm tones, 
boldly and proudly, "However that por- 
trait may have come into your possession, 
madam — whether by fair means or foul — ^the 
circimistances which made it mine are easy 
of explanation. It was given me a few 
years ago by a man who was my affianced 
lover — who had sworn to love me for ever 
— who was to have been my husband. He 
deserted me without a word of explanation, 
and married another woman far worthier 
than myself no doubt." She could not con- 
trol a slight tone of sarcasm as she said 
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these last words. " I knew Dothing more of 
him; did not even know whether he was 
alive or dead, until a fatal chance brought 
me to his house — a house I resolved to 
leave, as soon as 1 became aware of the 
fact of which his change of name had left 
me in ignorance. There, madam, you have 
a full and candid explanation." ' 

" Ernest ! Is this true ? '' cried Lilian, 
aghast. 

Ernest Redmayne turned away, without 
venturing to give any answer. 

*^ For that man's sake," pursued Mary, in 
the same proud, measured tone — ^"^for your 
sake, madam, I should never have made this 
revelation, had you not thus cruelly forced 
me to make it, by calumnious inuendoes." 

Lilian made an effort to speak, but no 
words would come, and the governess 
continued — 

" Of that portrait, madam, I humbly re- 
quest your acceptance. To me it is utterly 
valueless now; and to you it properly 
belongs. As to that cheque, you cannot be 
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surprised that I should decline to receive it 
as payment for services which have been 
met with obloquy and scorn. Good-bye to 
you all ! I trust, for ever/' 

With these words, Mary Norman moved 
towards the door. Sir Cyril Norton hurried 
forward to offer her his arm; but she re- 
jected his escort with a repelling bow, and, 
curtseying profoundly to the other inmates 
of the room, left it, head erect, although 
with a convulsively-beating heart. 

As she entered the hall, followed by Sir 
Cyril, the obsequious Joseph Seaman was 
in attendance. A look from the baronet 
was sufficient for that worthy servant ; and 
he immediately opened the hall-door and 
whistled thrice. 

'^ Miss Norman!" cried Lilian, in agita- 
tion, coming from the dining-room, ^* you 
cannot, must not, leave me thus. I did not 

know, I could not tell " She seemed 

on the point of bursting into tears. 

*^Mrs. Redmayne," said Mary, "there 
is nothing more to be said. But you must 
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feel that the less I am doomed to hear — 
the sooner I quit this house — ^the better for 
the peace of mind of all of us ! " 

Lilian again tried to speak, but in 
vain. 

A cab dashed up to the door. 

The obsequious Joseph Seaman was in 
readiness to carry Miss Norman's luggage 
down to the vehicle, and Mary descended 
the steps firmly, after again refusing Sir 
Cyril Norton's offer of his arm. 

As Mary was about to enter the cab, the 
doctor's carriage drove up and Millington 
sprang out. 

"Miss Norman!" he cried, *^you must 
not go.'* 

" Do not stay me, my good friend," said 
the governess. " I must go and rid myself 
of all the world around me here." 

"At least you must not go in that 
vehicle, which is here for the accomplish- 
ment of a treacherous scheme." 

"What do you say?" cried Mary, be- 
wildered. 
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*^ I say that there is a plot on foot to 
ensnare you." 

^*What do you mean, sir, by this un- 
called-for interference?'* cried Sir Cyril 
Norton, angrily, to the doctor. 

^^Interference!'' retorted Dr. Millington. 
"How interference? and with what? with 
whom? Can you possibly know anything 
of this foul design ? You, Sir Cyril Norton! 
oh! incredible!" 

" How dare you question me thus, 
sir?'' 

*^It is very bold of me, no doubt; but 
I think even you will admit that I am 
authorised in arriving at some strange con. 
elusions by this scrap of documentary 
evidence." And he handed over to the 
baronet the letter which had been placed 
in his hands by Rust. 

Sir Cyril started at the sight of it, and 
darted over a savage look at the valet, who 
was standing on the steps, trunk in hand. 
But he was not the man to allow his dis- 
comfiture to be seen. 
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"And by what right, sir, do you impli- 
cate me in this transaction?" he said de- 
fiantly to Millington, tearing the letter at 
the same time into the minutest scraps. 

"I shall be happy to discuss that right 
at any time or place convenient to yourself," 
said the doctor, calmly. "But now, my 
dear Miss Norman, oblige me by entering 
the house for a moment, while I supply 
you with a less dangerous vehicle." 

Mary Nonrian obeyed, whilst Sir Cyril, 
who found no excuse for returning into 
the house, strode down the steps savagely. 

The hall was empty now. Mrs. Red- 
mayne had retired utterly discomforted. 

" Miss Norman," said Dr. Millington, 
with emotion, " give me this opportunity 
of proving myself to be your friend.*' 

"You have always been so," replied 
Mary. "You have been so in this strange 
matter, just now, the reason of which I 
cannot yet fathom." 

" That villain would have lured you into 
his power. But good fortune permitted 
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me to unravel and counteract his plot. But, 
Miss Norman, I mean more than that. 
Let me convey you to some safe retreat — 
permit me to watch over your welfare — 
guard you from further ill. Trust yourself 
to my affection — my brotherly affection, 
Mary. Come away with me ! " 

" My friend ! " said Mary, much moved, 
*^ how gladly would I accept your gener- 
ous offer. But you yourself have placed 
a bar against my acceptance of it. You 
have spoken to me of love. It were un- 
maidenly, then, for me to place myself 
under your guardianship." 

" Oh yes ! you have said 'never, never*; 
and that sad word you would now repeat 
to every offer I make in the sincerest 
friendship. Fool that I have been ever 
to let you know I loved you ! '* 

" Do not speak thus," said Mary, taking 
Dr. Millington's hand. " You pain me. 
I shall always think of you with the 
strongest friendship and the truest grati- • 
tude. And now, once more, good-bye." 
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"And should you ever need my help, 
you will promise me to apply to me — 
you know where to find me — you will 
promise me this, at least — promise me 
this!" 

"I promise you — ^kindest and best of 
friends!^' gasped Mary, as she wrung his 
hand. 

Dr. Millington moved away to conceal 
his emotion. 

Rust, who had received previous instruc- 
tions from the doctor, now announced that 
another cab was ready at the door. Mary's 
luggage was soon placed on it by the old 
man: and Millington led her to the cab. 
There she again repeated, ** Good-bye — 
good-bye!*' to him with feverish haste, as 
she pulled her veil over her face. 

Dr. MiUington felt, with his usual deli- 
cacy, that he could not venture to linger; 
and he walked away to his carriage. A 
long whispered colloquy took place between 
Mary and the old man, before she stepped 
into the cab and drove away. 
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Rust looked after the retiring vehicle, 
which held the governess, with a sad smile, 
and remounted the steps to the house. As 
he was in the hall, he was suddenly seized 
by Mr. Redmayne, and dragged by him 
into his study. 

" Where is she gone ? '' he inquired 
abruptly. 

" I don't know, sir/' replied Rust, stam- 
mering awkwardly. 

"But you heard her give the address to 
the cabman ? " 

"I didn't hear her give any direction 
at all," 

" I watched you from the window — ^you 
were with her when she drove away." 

The old man was silent. 

" Dunderheaded fool ! '* muttered Ernest, 
disappointed and enraged. 

^^ And no one knows whither she is 
gone ?*' 

"I have not been told that anybody 
knows." 

^•Now go I" cried Ernest, and as Rust 
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left the room he threw himself into a chair 
with the ejaculation, " Idiot !" on his lips. 

Previously, another foiled man had lin- 
gered hard by until he was joined by his 
accomplice. 

^*You infernal scoimdrel!" he cried, 
foaming, and slashing his legs with his 
stick, and then brandishing it in the valet's 
face. '^ You have betrayed me." 

"No I haven't!" said Simmons, gruffly. 

*^You have, liar and blackguard. But 
take care ! you know I have you in my 
power, and I shall punish you for this ! 
never let me see your accursed face again." 
He strode away. 

"And you do not know that I have 
you in my power Sir Cyril Norton, Bart. ! " 
said the valet, with a mocking laugh, as 
he turned back to the house. 
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PART III. 
ADRIFT. 

Chapter I. — Stella. 

DocTOE Felix Millington was seated in 
his study one morning in the early spring 
of the following year, occupied with his 
multifarious correspondence, when his ser- 
vant announced that a lady was at the 
door in her carriage, and was very de- 
sirous of seeing him. 

" Did you tell her, Stevens," he said, 
" that it is my rule not to receive patients 
for consultations before eleven o'clock ? *' 

" Yes, sir ; but she answered that she 
was not a patient, and wanted to see you 
on private business." 
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" Did she give her name ? " 

"No, sir." 

" Then inquire what it is." 

The servant left the room, and returned 
presently with a card, on which was 
written hastily, in pencil, the one word, 
"Stella." 

Doctor Millington started to his feet as 
he glanced on the talismanic word; and 
he gave orders that the lady should be at 
once admitted. He advanced to meet the 
mysterious visitor. The door opened; and 
a tall stately female stood before him. 
Although evidently approaching the middle 
age of ]ife, she still possessed remarkable 
beauty of form and feature; and the in- 
carnation of grace characterised her every 
movement. Her figure was slightly full, but 
only in due symmetry with her matronly 
age. She was dressed in the deepest 
mourning; and, on raising her veil as she 
entered, she regarded the doctor with a 
sad and anxious look in her beautiful dark 
eyes. 
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" This commimication is from you, I 
presume, sir?" she said, .with a slight 
tremor in her voice, as she handed the 
doctor a letter, before seating herself in a 
chair^ which he courteously pointed out to 
her. 

" It is,*' was Millington's reply. 

"And may I ask, sir, how you — a per- 
fect stranger to me, should have addressed 
me as you did on the envelope ?*' 

" Simply enough," he answered. " It 
was the direction you presented to Mr. 
Harding, the rector of Fordham, when 
you requested him to give you, from time 
to time, information respecting the welfare 
of Miss Mary Norman. Chance brought 
it under my eye; and I never have for- 
gotten it." 

"Pardon me, if I again ask, what it 
was that induced you to make use of it." 

" I feared that Mr. Harding, now Dr. 
Harding, who had been translated to a 
deanery in the north of England, might 
have forgotten his promise, when he was 
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now out of the sphere where any such 
information you required might have been 
obtained." 

*^True! it is long since I have received 
any communication from him; and there 
was always considerable difficulty in my 
obtaining from the Paris poste restante the 
communications I desired to receive; but 
still, how is it that you ?" 

"I inferred, of course," interrupted the 
doctor, "that you must have cherished the 
liveliest interest in the fate of Miss Nor- 
man; and, as I also entertain — ^well! — a 
very considerable interest in the young 
lady myself, I ventured to address a 
letter to * Stella, Poste Restante, Paris,' 
inasmuch as circumstances have arisen 
which call for every effort on the part of 
those who have a deep concern in her to 
stretch forth to her a helping hand. In 
my trouble to know which way to turn 
I thought of this unknown Stella." 

*^What do you mean?" cried the lady 
with evident emotion. " Is she in want ?" 
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'' I trust not." 

"Has any evil befallen her?" pursued 
the lady in quivering voice. 

" Heaven forbid ! but I cannot tell." 

"Once more, what do you mean, sir? 
Speak out at once, I implore you." 

"She has wholly disappeared. No one 
knows where to find her." 

" Disappeared ? " 

" All the inquiries I have set on foot to 
discover her whereabouts have been fruit- 
less." 

The lady grew deadly pale. 

"For Heaven's sake, explain, sir," she 
cried, with considerable emotion. 

" She left the house, where she had last 
resided, under untoward circumstances." 

" Untoward circumstances ! " exclaimed 
the lady. " Do not tell me that there was 
anything wrong on her part ! " 

"None, I swear. She is the best and 
purest of girls." 

"WeU, sir?" 

Dr. Millington then explained Mary Nor- 



Digitized by 



Google 



STELLA. 105 

man's position in the family of the Red- 
may nes — her tardy discovery that her em- 
ployer's husband was the lover to whom 
she had once been affianced, and who had 
so cruelly deserted her — her determination 
to leave the house at once — ^the distress 
occasioned to her at the same time by the 
persecuting addresses of Sir Cyril Norton. 

" Cyril Norton ! " exclaimed the lady, 
now flushing up painfully. " I might have 
guessed that he would be concerned in any 
affliction which might have happened to the 
poor girl. I can divine his purpose. Go 
on, sir — go on ! " 

The story was then told of Mrs. Red- 
may ne's jealousy, and the insults Mary 
Norman had received — her departure from 
the house in a public vehicle, the direction 
of which to set her down had never been 
ascertained. 

Dr. Millington's mysterious visitor sat 
for some time with her head sunk and her 
hands clenched before her. At last she 
uttered words as if unconscious that she was 
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speaking them aloud, "Poor child! poor 
child ! Now that the time is come when I 
can clasp her to my heart she is lost to 
me ! lost ! Oh, my poor child ! *' 

Presently she looked up. 

**You are a kind, good friend, I see," 
she said to the doctor ; " you will do all you 
can to help me. You have done what you 
could, you say. I have lived so long abroad 
that I know nothing of the best manner to 
proceed in this affair. Surely the police 
might be employed. You will understand 
what is to be done." 

" I have done my best already,'' said the 
doctor, with a sigh. 

" There must be means to find her." 

^* There is the resource of advertisement 
in the public papers." 

*^No, no, not that if possible. But you 
will come and visit me, will you not? I 
hear by the repeated knocking at your door 
that you have other visitors — I must go. 
But we will consult together further. You 
will not desert me, I am sure. At six 
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o'clock I shall be at home. Here is my 
card." 

She rose, and Dr. Millington escorted her 
to the door. He then looked at the visiting- 
card: it was inscribed ^^ Duchess d'Alta- 
villa, Claridge's Hotel." 

Poor Millington's heart throbbed so vio- 
lently all the day after this interview that 
he was scarcely able to feel the throb- 
bing of his patients' pulses. The doubt as 
to Mary Norman's fate had long troubled 
him painfully. He had loved her — and he 
loved her still — ^with all the energy of a 
strong and right-hearted man. The sudden 
appearance of the spirit he had simimoned 
from the "vasty deep'' of mystery had 
excited him greatly. What was he about 
to learn from this strange foreign duchess 
who had come before him as a vision pur- 
posely called up, but yet unexpected and 
wholly inexplicable ? It was with difficulty 
that he could get through the business of 
the day ; and when his last patient had been 
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dismissed — and Dr. Millington*s practice as 
a fashionable physician was very heavy 
now in London — he drove at once to Cla- 
ridge's Hotel. He sent up his card to the 
" Duchess d'Altavilla," and was imme- 
diately ushered up into her apartments. 

The room into which he was admitted, 
delicately arranged with a luxury of fresh 
flowers, showed that the lady was treated 
by the establishment with the utmost con- 
sideration, and as a guest of note. She was 
engaged in writing as he entered, and rose 
to greet the visitor with much grace and 
affability. 

^* Dr. Millington,'* she said, after shaking 
hands with him, "it is obvious to me that 
you harbour a considerable attachment to 
Mary Norman ; and I can look upon you as 
a friend whom I am bound to esteem.'' 

'^ That I do regard Miss Norman with 
interest I cannot deny,'' stammered Milling- 
ton, somewhat perplexed, "but in that 
interest there is nothing " 
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*• Make no excuses, Dr. Millington," said 
the duchess, with a smile. ** An honourable 
man who has any attachment to Mary Nor- 
man has a right to my friendship and esteem. 
The time is come at last when I can speak 
out openly, and before the world, without 
fear, and in justice to her. She is my 
daughter." 

" Madam ! " was all that Millington could 
stammer. 

"Will you hear me. Dr. Millington? I 
can reveal all to you, 1 feel. Will you 
listen to a long and painful story of the 
past ? Doctors, you know, are looked on as 
the father confessors of modem society.'* 

** I shall be only too much honoured by 
your confidence; and all that affects her 
well-being is dear to me." 

The duchess smiled on him pleasantly. 

** Dr. Millington," she said, " it is the 
first time for many long years that I am 
enabled to speak frankly of the past. Its 
revelation will burst from me, perhaps, like 
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a torrent long pent up. May I rely on your 
patience and consideration ? " 

Dr. Millington bowed. His curiosity was 
violently excited. 

For a few moments the duchess remained 
resting her elbow on the table at which she 
had been writing, with her head on her 
hand, as if to collect her thoughts and gather 
herself together for a long story of times 
gone by. 

** I must take you back for many years, 
doctor," she said at last, looking up with a 
melancholy smile. **We must begin with 
my girlhood. My father. Sir Alaric Norton, 
w£is a proud man, with an overweening and 
exaggerated pride as regarded his title and 
position; and all his thoughts and hopes were 
centered in my younger brother, Eustace, 
whom he looked forward to as the successor 
to the baronetcy and estates. His daughter 
was of little account to him. She could not 
minister to his pride ; or at least he thought 
so then; and she was neglected as far as 
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decency would allow. To Eustace every 
accomplislunent was taught, and his educa- 
tion was zealously cared for. He had in the 
house a young tutor, who had just taken 
his University degree with signal honour.'^ 
The duchess paused in considerable emo- 
tion ; but she succeeded in subduing the 
sad strain on her memory, and, after a time, 
proceeded. ** Reginald Norman, for that 
was his name, was as handsome and as 
amiable as he was accomplished. I was 
without a mother, without a guide, without 
a friend, except my dear loving brother, 
who adored me. Reginald and I soon 
learned to love each other. Little as I was 
cared for by my proud father, I knew that 
he would never consent to my marriage 
with a man, whom he regarded almost as a 
menial. We were young, loving, and heed- 
less ; and so it came that we were secretly 
married — ^my brother Eustace being present 
at the ceremony and giving me away. In 
that heyday of youth and love, all possible 
future contingencies were overlooked. But 
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a future came in which I was bitterly 
punished — if indeed I deserved punishment. 
Eustace, always frail and weakly, died. 
My father was heart-broken ; but his pride 
was undiminished. He had but one thought 
now — ^namely, to foster his pride by a 
brilliant marriage for me — for me, who was 
already the wife of another! The title would 
descend to his nephew ; but the bulk of his 
property, only a comparatively small por- 
tion of which was entailed, would revert to 
me. I was a great heiress then; and no 
match, in my father's mind, could be too 
brilliant for me. On the death of my 
brother, my husband's position in the 
family was gone. We were sundered for 
a time ; and he went back to his dear old 
mother. But I was about to be6.r him a 
child. Nothing was left me but confession 
of my secret marriage to my father. His 
rage was terrible. He cursed me and drove 
me from the house. Accompanied by a 
maid, whom I then trusted implicitly, I fled 
to the house of old Mrs. Norman. My child 
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was there bom — the daughter whom you 
know. But my tearful joy as a mother was 
but brief. My poor Reginald sickened with 
brain-fever — the result of an overwrought 
mind — and died." Again she paused for a 
time. ** My father, when he was acquq,inted 
with the fact, resumed his old schemes for 
my aggrandisement or rather for the grati- 
fication of his own pride. He insisted on 
my return to my paternal home ; and there 
he exacted from me an oath, that I never 
would reveal the fact of my previous mar- 
riage—my base and degrading mdaallicmce^ 
as he called it, or the existence of my 
child. My daughter was left to the care of 
its grandmother, with whom I deposited all 
my most precious papers, my marriage cer- 
tificate, my letters, and a narrative of my 
early marriage to be read in due time by 
my daughter, whom I was sworn never to 
claim as my own. Oh! my child! my 
child!'' 

Another pause, and the duchess resumed. 

** Wretched as I was, I was dragged 
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by my father into all the more aristo- 
cratic drawing-rooms of London society. 
I was listless, regardless of all around me, 
walking like one in a dream with a burden 
of hidden sorrow on my heart. What at- 
traction in the market of matrimony I could 
have had, except for my fortune, I could 
not myself conceive. But I won the affection 
of an Italian nobleman, the Duke of Alta- 
villa. It was certainly not my fortune 
which allured him — for he was enormously 
rich himself ; and he was as proud, if pos- 
sible, as my father. He was a personable 
man, beyond middle age, and, as I after- 
wards discovered, susceptible and jealous 
to a fearful degree. He sought my hand ; 
and my father would not have me say 
him nay. In his eyes it was a brilliant 
match for his daughter, bestowing brilliancy 
by reflex on his own position. I struggled 
and resisted for a time; but, beset by 
angry reproaches, I yielded at last. I 
had no heart to give— my heart was buried 
with the young husband who had been 
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torn from me. I became the passive wife 
of the Duke of Altavilla. At all events, 
he was a gentleman; and I endeavoured 
to be as good a wife to him as a woman 
can be without a heart to bestow. At one 
time I hoped to make a friend of him 
and confess to him the story of my pre- 
vious marriage, and the existence of my 
child. It was impossible; the naturally 
ealous susceptibility of his character pre- 
cluded all such confidences. I kept my 
secret, and I suffered." 

"It was not long after my marriage 
with the duke that my father died. His title 
fell to his nephew, Cyril, then only a pre- 
jcocious youth, insolent, impudent, and self- 
willed, to whom I had always conceived 
a great dislike — which after-circumstances 
tended to increase. In an interview with 
him, during one of my visits to England, 
I had reason to fear that he had discovered 
my secret. His allusions to the story were 
markedly expressive, even to the exist- 
ence of my daughter. How all the matter 
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had come to his knowledge I cannot posi- 
tively tell ; but I surmise that I had been 
betrayed by my maid, Susan, whom I had 
considered so trustworthy, but who must 
have been suborned by him — who knows ? 
perhaps even worse, I had seen them to- 
gether. Reckless scamp as my cousin Cyril 
was, he had a fatal gift of fascination, which 
he exercised like a magnetic spell on all 
around him ; and poor Susan, who I thought 
loved me well, suddenly disappeared, and 
has since then entirely gone out of my ken." 

^* The villain ! I begin to understand the 
game which he has been playing," said 
Millington, indignantly. 

"Yes," said the duchess, **He has evi- 
dently endeavoured to lure my poor Mary 
into his toils, so that by marrying her he 
may come into the possession of the great 
wealth which must eventually be hers, or, 
failing that purpose, may ruin her — get 
rid of her from the face of the earth per- 
haps — Heaven knows what — in order that 
he may claim my fatal fortune as next of 
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kin. How far has he been an accomplice 
in her disappearance ?'' 

" Of that I think I can acquit him/' said 
the doctor, thoughtfully. ^* He had formed 
a plan for getting the poor girl into his 
power ; but that plan was foiled." 

** We may have to fight him still." 

" Doubtless." 

" But we are two now to protect her," 
pursued the duchess, " and what cannot a 
mother do ? Yet my heart sinks when I 
think on the fatality which pursues me. On 
the death of my husband I returned to 
England as quickly as I could. I had but 
one thought — to claim my child. My tongue 
was loosed at last; and my heart could 
speak. I could press her to my bosom 
without hinderance^ I fondly thought. On 
my way through Paris I found your letter. 
It gave me my first pang of doubt. I 
hurried on. Alas ! it was only to find that 
she was lost to me." 

"Only for a time!" 
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** Only for a time — yes, only for a time ! 
Before long I know I shall hold my darling 
daughter to my heart. But this suspense is 
agony. What means can we best adopt to 
discover her ? " 

" You objected to the publicity of a news- 
paper advertisement;" said the doctor, after 
a little thought, ^* and I do not know that 
you are wrong. The inquiry after her, 
however carefully worded, might attract the 
attention of Sir Cyril: and he might be 
quick to make use of any answer that might 
appear. Besides, Miss Norman herself 
might misdoubt the purpose of the adver- 
tisement, and look on it as another act of 
treachery on the part of her- persecutor. 
But personal researches, although I scarce 
know in what direction they can next be 
made, might be of some avail." 

The duchess reflected for a while, with 
her elbows on the table, and her head buried 
in her hands. 

*^ A thought crosses me," she said at last. 



Digitized by 



Google 



STELLA. 119 

looking up. ^^She may learn the death of 
tlie Duke of Altavilla by the public prints. 
Sbe must then know that all obstacles to my 
acknowledgment of her as my daughter are 
removed. Surely, she would do everything 
on her own side to find me.'' 

**But she knows nothing of her parent- 
age," exclaimed Millington. ** What can 
you mean ? " 

** The papers, which came into her posses- 
sion after her grandmother's death must* 
have revealed the whole history to her." 

** But all the papers in old Mrs. Norman's 
possession were burned in the fire, in which 
she herself perished. Poor Mary was left 
without resources — without knowledge of 
her mother — without one scrap of evi- 
dence." 

" Good Heavefis ! were all the papers de- 
stroyed?" cried the duchess, starting pain- 
fully. 

" Then my marriage certificate must have 
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perished likewise in the flames; and that 
young miscreant may be able to deny my 
poor Mary's birthright I" 

" But the certificate, of which yours could 
only have been a copy, may be yet found 
in the register of the church where you 
were married," suggested Dr, Millington. 

" Alas ! my marriage was so hurried — ^my 
poor husband making all the necessary pre- 
parations — " sighed the duchess, "that I do 
not even know the name of the place where 
we were married. I may be foolish, per- 
haps ; but the saddest forebodings come over 
me!" 

As she spoke the door was opened, and a 
waiter announced " Sir Cyril Norton." 

The baronet entered with the most jaunty 
assurance, saying, "Ah! my dear Florence! 
I saw by the Mommg Post that you had 
arrived in London, and were at Claridge's ; 
so I have ventured to pay you my respects. 
You are in the deepest mourning, I am 
aware ; but I have availed myself, you^see, 
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of the privilege of your nearest relative." 
And he held out his hand with the utmost 
apparent cordiality. 

The hand was barely touched by the 
duchess. At the same time Sir Cyril turned, 
and became aware of the presence of Dr. 
Millington. It was impossible for him, at 
this unexpected sight, to suppress a slight 
start, and a scowl of angry defiance. 
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CHAPTER II. 

SIGNORA SALTERELLI. 

The early spring was radiant in London— 
for a wonder ! The trees in Hyde Park 
were struggling joyfully into verdure. 
Some trees already had nearly expanded 
their leaves; others were only tufted with 
bright green : even the rhododendrons were 
displaying purple tints between the chinks 
of their bursting buds. Rotten Row was 
already full of animation. Cavaliers and 
horsewomen were dashing to and fro with 
a feeling of newly-found liberty, as it were. 
In the carriage-drive, even cautious old 
dowagers were sunning themselves luxu- 
riously; and the chairs and benches were 
studded with a bright crop of young 
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"swells," as unusual at the early season 
of the year as the flowers in the flower- 
beds; for the ** swell" is generally a 
delicate plant. 

Leaning against a bench was Sir Cyril 
Norton, cigarette in mouth. But the bright- 
ness of the day did not seem to have 
elicited in him a corresponding brightness 
of temperament. His uneasy scowling face 
was little in accordance with his surround- 
ings. He had even forgotten his usual 
swaggering manner: and there was more 
of pettish impatience than insolence in his 
action of slashing his leg with a cane. 

In fact the baronet was grievously dis- 
contented, not to say disgusted, at the 
interview he had with the Duchess of Alta- 
villa. He had looked forward to the meet- 
ing with his cousin Florence on her return 
to England, after the death of her hus- 
band, as an opportunity of cementing a 
friendship with her, and of either wheed- 
ling her into a concurrence with his views 
regarding Mary Norman, or of threatening 
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her with a painful alternative. In his own 
mind he had the means of the latter step 
wholly in his power. But he had been 
received by his cousin with repelling fri- 
gidity: and the presence of Dr. Millington 
had utterly prevented any conversation of 
a confidential nature. The unexpected dis- 
covery, moreover, that the duchess was 
acquainted, and apparently on familiar 
terms, with this man, who had been so 
intimately connected with Mary Norman, 
and with the circumstances of her ultimate 
departure from the family of the Red- 
maynes, had filled him with a thousand 
uneasy conjectures and apprehensions. Was 
Millington aware of the domicile of the 
girl, whom he himself had not been able 
to trace out ? Was it his purpose to restore 
her to her mother's arms? How far was 
it his intention to foil a long-laid scheme? 
However, be that as it might. Sir Cyril 
conceived that he had material for revenge, 
at least, in his power, and the means of 
bringing the duchess and the ultimate dis- 
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posal of her fortune within his grasp. 
Still he was troubled with doubts and 
fears, which affected his habitual equani- 
mity powerfully. 

He was roused by the friendly saluta- 
tion, ^* Hollo ! old chappie, what's the mat- 
ter with you? Why, Don, you look out 
of sorts ! '* Little Lord Famley was smiling 
on him, close by his elbow, with his usual 
inane, but good- tempered, smile, in all the 
glory of the most gorgeous "button-hole." 
The ** Don '' condescended to turn, and 
shrug his shoulders slightly, without reply. 

"Has the latest Zerlina looked coldly on 
his great Donship, that he should wear so 
woebegone a visage?'* said the creaking 
voice of Maurice Ashton, who chuckled 
over his inane fancy that he was saying 
cleverly a disagreeable thing. 

*^ Or is he weary of the world — as far 
as women are concerned — because he finds 
his attractions wane?" sneered the ex- 
beauty Dangerfidd, who formed the third 
in the group of " swells." 
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"I am weary of a world of senseless in- 
anities, perhaps — that's all/' replied Sir 
Cyril, carelessly, but in a tone of supreme 
contempt. 

" Look here, old chappie ! '' resumed 
Lord Farnley, " I am waiting for my trap. 
The Imp is to bring it up here. Now, 
let me tool you down into the country 
— Richmond, or where you like. It will do 
you a devilish deal of good — don't you 
know? By Jove, it will get rid of all 
your blues ! " 

"I have no blues to get rid of," said 
the baronet, pettishly. Then, changing his 
tone, he added more kindly, "But you 
are a good little fellow, Fam ; and I would 
give you my sweet society were I not 
waiting here to see somebody.'* 

Lord Farnley looked quite affected by 
the condescension of his idol. 

"So, a rendezvous, after all!" laughed 
Maurice Ashton. 

" Who told you so ? " snapped Sir Cyril ; 
" I didn't." 
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^* Where there's mystery there's mischief," 
pursued the would-be cynic, thinking that 
he had invented a remarkable axiom. 

"Pithy, but not always true I" objected 
the baronet. 

" I say, you shut up, Ashton, the Don is 
more than a match for you," interposed little 
Famley, whose feeble mind imagined that 
a "row*' was impending. " And, by Jove, 
here's the Imp with my trap ! " 

The Imp drove up the much-vaunted 
tilbury smartly. 

" And you won't come, Don ? " said the 
little lord, almost piteously. Sir Cyril shook 
his head. " Then I will be off to look after 
another bit of horseflesh of which I have 
heard — a clipper, they tell me, and to be 
had dirt-cheap." 

In spite of his disappointment at not hav- 
ing his hero by his side, and the sneering 
remark of Ashton that he was sure to be 
"done," Lord Farnley jumped up to his 
seat, and after a last word to his friends 
drove away with a triumphant air, as if he 
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confiidered that the eyes of all fashionable 
London were bent on him. 

The baronet condescended a pleasant 
"Ta, tal Fam/' and walked on without 
any further notice of his other " chums/' 

" A screw loose there, I'll take my oath," 
sneered Ashton, looking after Sir Cyril. 

"Wants to be taken down a peg; the 
fellow gives himself such confounded airs/' 
growled Dangerfield, swelling like the pro- 
verbial frog in the fable. 

*^ Hollo ! what's he up to now ? " inquired 
the cynic, who had been watching the 
Baronet's movements. 

Sir Cyril had lounged closer to the 
drive. He was evidently awaiting some 
expected carriage ; and he was not kept long 
in suspense. The carriage came leisurely 
along the drive; and, as Sir Cyril raised his 
hat to the occupant of it, orders were given 
that it should be pulled up. 

"You see I keep my word/' said Lilian 
Redmayne, who lifted herself with anima- 
tion from her lounging position. 
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"And you are alone, I see," said Sir 
Cyril, eagerly. 

" Oh, yes ! mamma was in her temper to- 
day," said Mrs. Redmayne, languidly; "and 
I refused to have her for our drive. The 
children are with the nursery-maid." 

*• And Mr. Redmayne ? '' asked the ba- 
ronet, with a tone of sarcasm in his voice. 

" Oh ! he's off again. I don't know where 
— Paris, perhaps — or he is hunting for that 
girl who has disappeared. We have never 
had a happy moment since she was in the 
house. Ernest doesn't care for me now." 
This was said in a pathetic, and almost 
tearful tone. 

" And you ? " asked the Don, insinuat- 
ingly. 

" Do I care for him, you mean. I don't 
know. But I have no friend, no adviser, 
except you." Lilian as she spoke made 
space on the carriage-seat by her side. 

^^ May I?" asked Sir Cyril, eagerly, and 
without waiting for an answer he sprang 
into the carriage. It drove on. 
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*^ A lovely paragraph for a society jour- 
nal "— said Ashton, who had followed ; *' a 
foreshadowing of Redmayne versus Norton." 
And he laughed maliciously. 

*^ Seems devilish fishy," drawled Danger- 
field. 

*' I have been looking out for this for a 
long time," chuckled Ashton. 

It was at a house on the road to Richmond 
that Lord Farnley pulled up and gave the 
reins to the Imp. The dwelling, with its 
stable-yard, its paddock, and its stables^ had 
an unmistakable air of horseyness. It might 
be said to be *^of horses — horsey." The 
little lord swaggered to the gate of the yard 
and yelled as imperiously and as lustily as 
if he had been a giant. A red-faced young 
man, evidently as horsey as all his 
surroundings, made his appearance, and 
touched his hat familiarly rather than re- 
spectfully at the sight of the visitor. 

"Can I see the beast?" said his lordship ; 
and, after turning to make a gesture to the 
Imp, with the sapient injunction to "mind 
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his eye," he followed his horsey friend 
into the yard. 

As it happened, the Imp was *^ minding 
his eye." At all events it was fixed curiously 
on a woman at a public-house adjoining. 
She was seated wearily on a bench outside — 
her head resting on her hand, her elbow 
propped on the rude table, whilst her eyes 
were fixed on the clear blue sky above lyith 
an air of regretful sentiment, which, though 
obviously genuine, was little in accordance 
with her blowsy face. The Imp recognised 
her directly as a woman he had seen once 
before ; and, if he could have doubted his 
memory, the guitar which lay on the table, 
her mountebank attire, and the drum which 
stood at no great distance near the pothouse- 
door, would have convinced him of her 
identity. 

^^Ahem! Madame — Signora, I mean!" 
shouted the Imp. 

The woman turned her head to him slowly, 
like one roused from a dream. She looked 
in a dazed way at the Imp. without a sign 
k2 
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of recognition; and it was only after his 
repeated " Hist ! hist ! " that she rose and 
walked languidly to the side of the til- 
bury. 

" Well, young *un, what do you want ? " 
she said, in a sulky tone. 

** Don't you know me ? " inquired the 
Imp. 

The woman looked again; and her face 
brightened. "Yes! you are the boy who 
was kind to me, once. God bless you." 

The Imp flinched at the term "boy," and 
with a tone of retaliating banter he laughed, 
"and I am glad to meet you again, old 
gal!" 

" You said you would come and see me," 
said the woman. 

" I did ; but you were not to be found." 

" True ! I remember ! Herr Walkinberg — 
that's Tom Walker — ^would try the country 
again. I told him the season was gone by : 
but he was obstinate ; and we started. We 
had an awfully bad time of it ; and so here 
we are again doing the street business ; and 
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cruel hard work it is, and little money made 
— worse luck ! " 

" That's bad," said the Imp, sympatheti- 
cally. 

•^And he took to drink; and he is now 
lying inside there," she pointed to the pot- 
house, ^^ as drunk as an owl." 

'' That's worse ! " 

** Where is that rascal ? you know whom 
I mean ? I must find his address — I will — 
Where is he now ? Do you know ? " 

^* Perhaps," said the Imp, leaning con- 
fidentially from the box. ^^ Come nearer — 
I can't leave the trap, you know. He had 
an awful shindy with his late master, as I 
hear, and he got the sack. As far as I know 
he is still at the Redmaynes in Cromwell 
Road." 

**The Redmaynes in Cromwell Road," 
repeated the woman slowly and carefully. 
'* I shan't forget that; although my head 
does get queer at times," and she passed her 
hand over her forehead. "No, I shan't 
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forget that, as long as I have hopes of bring- 
ing the villain to grief.'' 

** I shouldn't like to be in his place," said 
the Imp, jocosely, " to judge by the senti- 
ments you express, missus." 

^* What did he do with his last master that 
he got the sack ? Did he rob him ? He is 
capable of it." 

" I never learned. I only know there was 
a row." 

^*And who was that master? I might 
learn something there." 

^^ His late master was Sir Cyril Nor- 
ton." 

The woman started, and almost fell back. 
The Imp seized her by the collar of her 
dress, at the imminent risk of dropping the 
reins and falling from the box. 

^' What's up now ? " he inquired. 

" Cyril Norton ! Cyril Norton ! " gasped 
the acrobat, struggling to keep her feet. 
"And he and Jack Simmons have fore- 
gathered ! My God ! How strange are the 
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chances of life ! Together ! together ! the 
two greatest villains that I know ! '' 

** Hollo 1 hollo!" said the Imp, ^^what 
does all this mean ? The baronet isn't such 
a consummate villain as all that-^is he ? " 

'^ God knows he is ! " 

'* How? Tell me all about it — there's a 
good girl," said the Imp, cajolingly. He 
was deeply interested. 

The woman shook her head. 

^^ Hang it! you ought to let a fellow 
know when he wishes you well. Come, if 
you can split on the baronet I shall be 
delighted." 

*^ You can't hate him as I do," said the 
woman in a low deliberate tone. 

*^ Well 1 I don't love him, that's certain," 
laughed the Imp. " The governor is awful 
spoony an him ; but he tried to do me a 
mischief — nearly got me out of my place, 
and I owe him a grudge. Just give me 
a chance of touching him up \mder the 
flank, that's all! You would do me a 
friendly turn, and yourself too perhaps." 
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The woman eyed the groom doubtfully 
for a time; then she nodded her head 
slowly with the words: ^^Yes, you are a 
good chap — you are ! and you have a big 
heart in that little body of yours, and I 
have longed so often for a friendly soul 
to speak my mind to. I have nobody 
now. But it is a long story. I can't tell it 
to you here as we are.'' 

The Imp seemed to hesitate whether he 
should ask the woman to come and sit by 
his side; but, excited as his curiosity was, 
he felt that he mast consider the dignity 
of his own high position, and the reputa- 
tion of his master, who might be indig- 
nant at seeing a female acrobat in such 
questionable attire, perched on the box of 
his beloved tilbury. He looked around 
him; and, on spying a boyish head, with 
a straw in its mouth, just peering over the 
yard-gate, he summoned that head with 
the authority of his superior age. 

*• Just come here, young 'un ! " he cried, 
" and see to the trap for a moment, whilst 
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I have a drink. I have a brown or two 
in my pocket for you.'' 

The little head grinned. The yard- 
gate opened; and a small embryo specimen 
of the genus stable-boy made his appear- 
ance. 

** Are you up to looking after the trap?'' 
asked the Imp. 

*^1 should think so, mister," was the 
reply, squeaked out with the most consum- 
mate confidence. 

The mite stood commandingly at the 
horse's head; and the Imp ventured to 
leave his responsible post. He knew he 
was doing wrong, and might incur his 
master's anger; but curiosity and kindly 
feeling combined were too much for him. 

**Come, old girll" he said to the woman, 
who stood like one in a dream, but trem- 
bling with excitement. *^You must have 
a glass of ale with me, just to clear your 
head, and put a little strength in you — 
come I " 

He led the woman almost tenderly to 
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the bench she had just left before the 
public, and knocked on the table with an 
air of impatient authority. 

A jug of ale and two glasses were soon 
placed on the table; and the Imp paid 
with the air of a millionaire. He pushed 
a full glass to the woman, who drank 
eagerly, shook her head, and then re- 
lapsed into her previous attitude of deep 
thought. 

The Imp watched her for some minutes ; 
and then said, somewhat impatiently, but 
kindly, " Come, old gal, look up ! I 
thought you were going to open your 
mind to me, as you said, just now ; but you 
are devilish slow about it." 

The woman raised her head. 

^^Yes! you are a good fellow. I don't 
mind telling you." Then after a pause, 
*^ Besides you might put me in the way 
of having my revenge. It is clear you 
know him." 

" Which of them ? " asked the Imp. 

** The swell 1 the baronet ! " 
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" Of course I know him " 

**Then you might help me— how I don't 
know yet ; but it is not so difficult to find 
ways of paying off one's wrongs," 

** And he has wronged you then ? " 

'^ He has made me the despicable thing 
I am." 

After a pause, the woman proceeded, 
almost in a whisper, with her head bent 
over the table close to her companion's ear. 
" I was a good girl once, though you may 
not believe it, and a pretty girl too, al- 
though you may believe that still less to 
see me now," and she laughed a bitter 
laugh. '^ I had a good mistress also, who 
loved me, yes! and I loved her too; and 
would have been true to her; but there 
came a yoimg devil in my way. I thought 
him an angel then — Heaven help me ! He 
was very young; but he was old in vice. 
He fascinated me with his handsome per- 
son and his wheedling ways. He took me 
away from my home, he caressed and 
cajoled me, until he had worried out of 
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me all my good mistress's secrets.^ And 
when he had wrung from me all he needed 
for his own purposes — what they were I 
never knew fully, although I may have 
guessed — he cast me aside like a withered 
weed — a withered weed indeed, for he had 
ruined me— I was his, body and soul — body 
and soul.'' 

The woman withdrew her head, and hid 
her face in her hands. Presently she looked 
up again with a harder expression on her 
countenance. 

**Well! I could not return to my poor 
deluded mistress, who had sorrows enough 
of her own without me. I was cast alone 
on the world. I was always clever with my 
feet ; and I contrived to get myself engaged 
as an extra ballet-girl. Then came Mr. 
Walker, who persuaded me that I should 
make my fortune if I came with him in his 
circus show. Well! we got on well at 
first. We were joined by a man — clever, 
adroit, lithe, and active. He wasn't hand- 
some, certainly; but he, too, knew how to 
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wheedle. He said he loved me — ^he pro- 
mised me marriage, and I — and I — believed 
him ! Somehow I felt that there was some- 
thing queer about him ; and yet I trusted 
him. One night, after we had done our 
show at a place called Fordham " 

" Fordham ! Ah ! I begin to understand," 
interrupted the Imp. 

•* You know the place?" said the woman. 

" I was bom and bred on the other side 
of the river." 

'^ It was there the fellow left the show 
without a word, and broke all his promises 
to me." 

*^ You mean Simmons, of course. I saw 
him that very night at the ^Famley Arms.'" 

" You saw him — ^that very night ? " 

" Yes, and in secret conference with " 

^* With whom?" 

'' With the other fellow— with Sir Cyril 
Norton." 

^*Is it possible?" exclaimed the woman, 
with surprise. Then, after a pause of 
thought, she resumed : 
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^^And you know no more about their 
meeting?" 

'* Nothing more." 

** You heard of no catastrophe a few days 
afterwards ? " 

^* I don't remember! Yes! The burning 
of Mrs. Norman's house on the other side of 
Fordham." 

" She was the mother of one of the sweet- 
est men — the lover and husband of my poor 
mistress. I had followed the traitor Sim- 
mons. I had seen him lingering about the 
house, although he eluded me. When I 
heard of the fire I had my suspicions ; but 
they were only those of robbery. But now 
•—now, I know that the other arch devil 
was in league with the traitor, different 
thoughts are springing up in my mind. 
He was so closely connected with these 
people." 

^* You are speaking in riddles." 

^^ No doubt ! it is only now that light is 
coming into the obscurity. But the web is 
weaving itself around them ; and they may 
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well shrink before the curse of Susan 
Salter," 

The Imp, bold as he was, absolutely 
shiiddered before the woman's vindictive 
tone. The mystery of Susan Salter's story 
excited him greatly. Such a romance of 
real life could not but exercise a powerful 
influence on his mind, imbued already as it 
was by the works of cheap fiction in which 
he was accustomed to find delight. To play 
a part in one himself was an almost sublime 
reality to him. He was determined to have 
the story laid more clearly before him. All 
other considerations were forgotten at the 
moment ; and he sat gazing at the anything 
but fair heroine of this strange story, who 
had again sunk her head on her hands on 
the table, with absorbing interest. Suddenly 
he was lifted from his seat by a sharp and 
painful jerk of his ear. 

" By Jove! you are a pretty fellow, you 
are!" shouted Lord Farnley, "to leave the 
trap in the care of a pigmy whilst you are 
swilling here with a loose female. I should 
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like to smash you to smithereens — don't you 
know?" 

As soon as the Imp could wriggle himself 
away from the little lord's painful grip he 
resumed his usual air of coolness, not to say 
efErontery, touched his hat in true official 
style, and said calmly, '* Please, my lord, 
I could not help it ! " 

" Not help it, you young rascal ! *' splut- 
tered his lordship. " Curse your impu- 
dence ! not help it ? By Jove ! I shall 
have to make you help it — don't you 
know?" 

" Please, my lord," said the Imp, with 
an imperturtable air of injured innocence, 
again touching his hat, ** I found this poor 
woman in sad straits. She is an old friend 
of mine." This assertion was rather a 
stretch of truth ; but as a lie it was no more 
than a white one. " I am sure your lord- 
ship would not have wished me to be other- 
wise than kind to her." 

"Well! you awful little scamp," said 
his good-natured little lordship, "you de- 
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serve to get the sack, don't you know? 
but- but— what the deuce ails the woman ?" 

" She is miserable, and poor, and ill/' 

"A demned tumbling woman, I see. 
What does she want ? " 

^* What do I want ! " said Susan Salter, 
starting up from the bench, with an angry 
look in her eyes, "I want nothing but '* 

The word "revenge" was about to fol- 
low. But the Imp cut short her speech 
with a sharp wave of his hand for her to 
be silent. " She wants nothing but a decent 
Kving." 

" Poor devil!" muttered his lordship, com- 
passionately, "Now, you young rascal, 
what do you want? what is to be done? 
I can't give her a living — I'm not a bishop, 
or a prime minister — don't you know?" 
and he chuckled at his own bad joke. 

" No ! no ! let me be I " said Siisan 
Salter, sinking again on the pothouse-bench. 
" I have made my own bed ; and I must 
lie on it. I may be happy yet, when I 
have paid oflE old scores to those two devils." 

VOL. II. L 
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Little Lord Faxnley started back, and 
looked inquiringly at the Imp, with the 
exclamation, as he touched his own fore- 
head. " Eh ? don't you know ? " 

" Not at all, my lord," whispered the 
Imp, "only a little queer — shaky from 
misery and fatigue." . 

"Poor devil!" was all the little lord 
could find in his brain to say. " I suppose 

there's nothing to be done but " He 

was bringing out his purse. 

" If I might suggest, my lord," said the 
Imp deferentially. 

"Weill tool away," was the gracious 
reply. 

"If your lordship would give her help 
to come up to town, and then be good 
enough to see her." 

" What then ? " 

"Mrs. Sippet, the old housekeeper of 
your lordship's villa at Ryde, is dead. You 
will want to engage a new one. 

" And you think, young donkey, that — 
Oh, by Jove ! that's a rum start. What a 
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soft-hearted young idiot you are ! Well ! 
here! give her this sov. for her cab, or 
her tram, or her bus, or whatever it may 
be. Let her come to my address, don't you 
know ? There ! that will do.'' 

Lord Famley returned to his trap with 
an air of beatitude. The Imp talked low 
for a time to Susan Salter, and then sprang 
on the box by his master's side. 

"May Heaven bless him!" stammered 
the mountebank, with the tears welling into 
her eyes. 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE TIDE BEGINS TO TURN. 

The uight had set in over London— a dim, 
dingy, desolate-looking night — clouds were 
hurrying over the moon, which, although 
near its full, could only contrive to gleam 
feebly and fitfully, now and then, through 
the scudding host that invaded its bril- 
liancy : and even the long rows of gas- 
lamps which form so pleasant a feature by 
night of the long vista of broad road which 
flanks the north side of St. James's Park 
seemed to shine only with a sulky and 
unwilling light. The trees waved their 
heads despondently together, and moaned 
in prophetic warning to each other of com- 
ing foul weather. Carriages of all descrip- 
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tions rushed hither and thither conveying 
pleasure-seekers ; but the way-farers were 
few; and the benches, which, on a fine night, 
afford rest and peace to weary day-workers, 
were almost entirely deserted. One woman, 
however, was seated alone on a bench, with 
her hands clasped before her, as if waiting 
for some expected comer. It was Susan 
Salter. 

Her appearance was wholly altered — her 
dress utterly different from that of the 
street acrobat, which she had been wont to 
wear. A plain gown had taken the place 
of the short spangled and beribboned skirt: 
and a common humble bonnet covered her 
head, instead of the flaunting turbaned 
handkerchief. The occasional gleams of 
light across her face betrayed the absence 
of the customary bold artificial colouring: 
and without her daubs of paint she had 
obviously gained, instead of losing, in per- 
sonal appearance. In her unobtrusive dress, 
with a plain shawl wrapped around her, as 
she sat with that air of submissive patience, 
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Susan Salter wore an eminently respectable 
air. 

A youthful, bojish form, in the smart 
dress of a groom, came slowly along, peer- 
ing among the trees, and evidently on the 
look-out. The young fellow had nigh passed 
the object of his search, when a low ex- 
clamation of the woman recalled him, and 
he hastened to her side on the bench. 

"Old gall" he cried, "is it really you? 
By Jove! as my governor says — ^you are 
so changed I didn't know you." 

" Changed ! well ! I am changed, 1 hope I 
and I couldn't have changed for the worse!*' 
said the ex-acrobat in a defiant rather than 
a despondent tone. 

" I fear I have kept you waiting at our 
appointment,'' continued the Imp, with a 
fine-gentleman air, evidently copied from 
some of his master's friends. " But, 'pon 
my soul, I could not help it. The governor 
was as skittish to night as a young colt. 
But I have paddocked him at last at The 
Flutterers ; and now I am free for no end 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE TIDE BEGINS TO TURN. 161 

of time. He generally sticks to the club 
till all's blue. And now what have you to 
say to me? Why are you still here? The 
governor — bless his kind heart— though he 
is a bit of a nincompoop — has engaged you 
for his housekeeper down at that Ryde 
house, which was left him by his grand- 
mother. Your expenses are to be paid— 
a quarter's salary down in advance. There's 
a provision for life for you, old gal : and 
yet you don't seem inclined to eat the 
com in the manger — and why, I should 
like to know." 

Susan Salter hiBsitated and looked down ; 
but after a minute's reflection she whis- 
pered hoarsely, " I didn't wish to leave 
London until I had tracked down those 
two villains. I may be a fool for my pains ; 
but I can't forego my hope of revenge on 
one or both." 

" Well ! " said the Imp, inquiringly, 
'^ have you given them a touch of the 
thong?" 

"No, not yet!" said the woman, almost 
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despairingly. **Fate has been against me 
every way. I tried my hand at that Red- 
mayne house — ^you know. J managed to 
scrape acquaintance with a flaunting young 
female there — tried on the old fortune- 
telling dodge — the silly fly settled to my 
hand, as if it had been smeared with so 
much honey. I soon learned that Jack 
Simmons had been sweethearting with her 
— the false loon! But when the master 
bolted — for it seems Mr. Redmayne had 
left his home — nobody knew why or where- 
fore — my rascal lost his place as valet, and 
the girl had never heard of him since — 
didn't know where he was. I could have 
told her as much myself without laying out 
the cards. It almost made me laugh to 
hear the silly girlfretting about him." 

" So you learned nothing ? *' 

•' Nothing, worse luck 1 But the tide will 
turn one day. I tion't want to tell my own 
fortune to know that, sooner or later, I 
shall put my grip on him and make him 
feel my claws ;" and Susan Salter clenched 
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her hands as though they were eagle's 
talons. 

*' You must give it up, my good woman," 
said the Imp, as sententiously as an ex- 
perienced philosopher of the world. 

"Never! Not for the one — not for the 
other." 

« And the other ? What of him ? " 

" He has slipped out of my fingers too.; 
but it will only be for a time. It was easy 
enough for me to get into the house, and at 
the maid's request— Biddies was her name — 
do the hanky-panky business with some of 
the other servants, until an old fellow — a 
butler or something of the kind — ^interfered. 
But I learned enough to know that since 
Mr. Redmayne's departure Cyril Norton 
had been a constant visitor in the house. 
He is trying it on with that silly mistress of 
theirs, Mrs. Redmayne, I take it. But she 
was off to the seaside with her children 
yesterday ; and when I inquired at the 
baronet's rooms he too, as I learned, had 
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left town, curse him I and no one knew 
where he was gone." 

" Then what's the good of your running 
a staying race here ? " 

"None, perhaps, just now; but there's 
something tells me that the cards are not 
played out. Well, I must bide my time, I 
suppose. It's hard work ! it's hard work ' 
when one's heart thirsts for revenge." And 
Susan Salter again sank her head almost as 
if she were praying, with reverence, for the 
revenge she sought. 

During this colloquy between the Imp 
and the ex*acrobat the rain had begun to 
fall. It now came down heavily. The 
woman shuddered. 

"It's a wild night," she said — "wild as 
my thoughts." 

"The rain will pass off," remarked the 
Imp, looking up to the sky with the air of 
a weather - connoisseur. "We shall be 
sheltered under this thick tree for a time. 
All right, old gal." 
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SuBan Salter suddenly started up, and 
grasped the Imp's arm/' 

" What's that?" she whispered. 

•* Where?'' 

Two men were, at this moment, peussing 
a gas-lamp not far off. They were coming 
from the Spring Gardens end of the road. 

** There ! " she said hoarsely, ** it's that 
blackguard, I could swear! At last! at 
last ! " She started up, then drew back again. 
"But he is with Tom Walker, I can't be seen, 
I have given Walker the slip, you know." 

"Here," whispered the Imp, "they will 
pass on without seeing us ; " and he dragged 
her behind the trunk of a tree. 

But the men did not pass on. 

" Cionfound and curse it!" cried Simmons, 
as he came up, " I shall be wet through 
before we can reach the King's Road. Was 
ever such damnable weather? Come! let's 
stop here until the worst is over," and he 
^ threw himself down on the bench which 
had just been quitted by Susan Salter and 
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the Imp, and began wiping his hat with a 
pocket-handkerchief. 

"All right ! '^ said the circus-rider, in a 
tone which betrayed the fact that he was 
somewhat far advanced in a state of intoxi- 
cation, " any port in a storm ! " 

*^ Look here, Walkerberg, old fellow ! " 
began the ex-valet after a pause, " I know 
you must owe me a grudge for having left 
the show so suddenly, without by your leave 
or with your leave, as the saying goes ; but 
that was years ago ; so ^ let bygones be by- 
gones.' I have led another life since ; and 
I am another man. I have had a pretty 
jolly time of it, too, in the main, and seen 
a lot of the world. But I am down on my 
luck now — regularly stumped up I may say ; 
and I am glad I met you at that pothouse 
place; for you can do me a good turn now — 
at least you can give me a night's shelter at 
the slum in Chelsea, where you say you 
are, and give me time to look about me.'' 

" But how the devil do you come to this 
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pass after all the jolly life you talk of, 
man ? " inquired Tom Walker, not without 
considerable hesitation of speech, "Why! 
when you came into the pub. just now you 
looked such an infernal swell that I didn't 
know you. And I am to help you — ^that's 
a queer start ! " 

" A mouse has served a lion before now." 
" You do the mouse great honour, Mr. 
Lion/' hicupped the circus-rider, with an 
attempt to be sarcastic in tone. 

" Drop that, my Walkerberg," said Sim- 
mons ; " didn't I tell you that you can serve 
me?" 

"Come, speak out! as how?" growled 
Mr. Walker. 

*^ My master has treated me most foully 
— given me the sack in a fit of temper — 
reduced me to my present miserable con- 
dition, after I had served him as never 
master was served before; and I am re- 
solved to be revenged on him. I have my 
vengeance in my hands ; and I mean to 
use it." 
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"He means Sir Cyril/* whispered the 
Imp to Susan Salter. 

** I know — I didn^t lose a word/' said the 
woman in a low voice. 

"But I want a pal," continued Simmons. 
"There are reasons for my not coming 
forward directly. He is the very devil for 
cunning ; and he may turn on me and parry 
the blow— strike first, perhaps — if I am not 
cautious ; although I have a treasure in my 
possession which, if properly used, might 
go nigh to hang him." 

Susan Salter squeezed the arm of the Imp 
so tightly that he could scarcely avoid an 
exclamation. 

"A treasure!" stammered Walker, "that's 
worth looking after I — why not keep it 
yourself ? " 

Simmons shrugged his shotdders as if 
exasperated at the denseness of his drunken 
companion, and answered, "How should 
you understand what I mean? It is only 
some papers, man." 

" I guessed it," whispered Susan Salter 
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to the Imp in an excited, almost triumphant 
tone. 

" But you shall know all in time, if you 
will chum with me in the venture," pursued 
Simmons to his new confidant. "There's 
a fortune to be made, my boy. We can 
bleed the baronet till we bleed him dry." 

" And is there no fear of our coming in 
the way of the beaks ? " growled the circus- 
rider, wagging his head sagaciously. 

**No! he will be as near their grip as 
we. He won't dare to split." 

" I don't want to do anything risky," 
said Walker, trying to collect his scattered 
senses, " But look here ! I am hard up too ; 
the circus business has gone to the dogs. 
Even the street-show brings in next to 
nothing. The Salterelli woman has bolted 
and left me in the lurch — curse the wench ! 
The she-rat knew the ship was sinking." 

*^ And where is she now ? " inquired 
Simmons rather anxiously. " Some time 
ago she spotted me in a pub., rounded on 
me, and threatened me. I managed to 



Digitized by 



Google 



160 FOE EVER AND NEVER. 

bolt; but I don^t want to come within 
reach of her claws again." 

"Likely enough! but he shall!" whis- 
pered Susan Salter. 

** She played me a scurvy trick," growled 
Walker ; " and how do I know where she 
has toddled off to? • I should like to pay 
her off. My business is ruined without a 
woman just to fetch the low crowd a bit; 
and I am ready to take to anything now, 
if I can see my way safe and clear to a 
good bit of profit." 

" I will show it you/' laughed Simmons ; 
^*we will talk the matter over to-night. 
You can find a shake-down for me, I sup- 
pose ? " 

"Maybe," said the acrobat, rather un- 
willingly. Then, after a moment's reflec- 
tion, he added, "Come on, then! let's be 
jogging. The rain holds up. We can get 
on now. Your swell toggery won't come to 
grief." And he rose. 

Simmons rose too, and looked out from 
the temporary shelter. 
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^* Yes, let's move on ! '' he said. " What's 
that ? " he added, in a startled tone. Susan 
Salter had made a movement. 

"Nothing!'' growled Tom Walker. 
^' Lord ! how timorous you have grown." 

Simmons turned, but saw nothing. 

The two men moved on in the direction 
of the palace. 

Susan Salter darted forward as if to fol- 
low ; but the Imp seized her by the arm. 

" Let me go ! I must know where the 
villain lives," she cried, excitedly. 

" Don't stir ! " said the Imp, hurriedly, 
^*they might turn and see you; and then 
there'd be an awful shindy between you 
two. You are not up to a dodge like this. 
Don't stir, I say. I will run the fellow to 
earth. Look me up to-morrow at the go- 
vernor's place; and then you can act on 
^information received,' as the bobbies 
have it." 

Without waiting for any expostulation or 
reply from the woman, the young fellow ran 

VOL. II. M 



Digitized by 



Google 



162 - FOR EVER AND NEVER. 

forward like a blood-hound on the track — 
dodging, however, among the trees* 

Susan Salter sat down on the bench once 
more to reflect. 

** Yes ! '* her thoughts ran, " better so ! 
What can those papers be with which he 
wotdd bleed that other devil ? I can guess, 
I think. I can guess ! But, if so, it is that 
arch-fiend who must have set him on to rob 
them— yes! and now does not know they 
are in his possession— thinks them burned in 
that house. That's it, I fancy ! Ah ! if I 
could get them away from him, I might do 
one good turn to her whom I mjured so 
foully— onie good act in my miseraUe life. 
I might make expiations-expiation! Bat 
how to do this ? — how ? Ah ! I am power- 
less. Well ! better, perhaps, to let the 
wolves devour each other; and Hiey are sure 
to do it sooner or later^'^ 

She rose to go back to her humble lodg- 
ing. The moon was shinmg now, as she 
turned h&c face' to it ; and that face expressed 
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a mixture of strange feelings — the good 
struggling with the bad. It was a picture, 
the riddle of which it was difficult to solve, 
A gleam of triumph came over it, however, 
as she said aloud, " Come what may, the 
tide is beginning to turn now ; and I can 
float on it to my revenge ! " 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A GLIMPSE OP THE LOST ONE. 

The sun shone gloriously on the placid 
waves of the sea which lazily lapped the 
shores of the Isle of Wight. Seated on the 
circular gallery which crowns the refresh- 
ment-room at the end of the pier of the plea- 
sant town of Ryde, among other loungers, 
were two ladies : the one,, young and pretty, 
was leaning on the parapet languidly watch- 
ing the arrival of a steamer with passengers 
from the opposite coast. But, languidly as 
her bearing might be, there was the expres- 
sion ol eagerness and curiosity in her face. 
The other lady was middle-aged, thin and 
gaunt — the folds of her voluminous skirts 
alone giving amplitude to the meagreness of 
her frame. She had seated herself on the 
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circular bench; and, although the shadow 
which obscured her face under her parasol 
concealed any expression beyond that of 
coldness and harshness, the ceaseless tapping 
of her long thin foot on the boards of the 
pier indicated sufficiently that she was suffer- 
ing from a fit of ill-suppressed impatience. 

"Lilian," said this latter at last, with 
considerable acrimony, "you are a fool!" 

" Perhaps I am," answered Lilian, with- 
out turning her head, and still watching the 
approaching steamer — then a stifled sigh. 

" You are a fool, I say, to spend your 
time and fret your temper in watching for 
the arrival of that truant husband of yours 
— a ridiculous fool to expect that he would 
follow you here, after deserting you as he 
has done. He does not even know where 
you are.'' 

" That is easily learned from the servants 
at home," said Lilian, slightly shrugging her 
shotdders, but still without stirring from her 
post of observation. 

" A triple fool to suppose that he would 
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care to know. It is no nse your looking out 
for the gentleman, I can tell you ; it is not 
you he will be looking after. Ah, if you 
had been counselled by me from the 
first " 

" That's enough, mother ! There's no use 
in your singing that old song over and over 
again. I have had enough — ^too much of 
it — dinned into my ears,'* cried the 
daughter, turning on her with her face 
diffused with colour. 

** Your temper is getting worse and worse 
every day, Lilian," snapped Lady Red- 
mayne, acrimoniously. 

** And, after all, how do you know that 
I am looking out for my husband? Can't I 
watch a steamer as it comes in, from mere 
idle curiosity, as other people do ? " and 
Lilian turned to the sea again, with a 
heightened flush on her face. 

•* If you have no other purpose," pursued 
her mother, "you had better come away 
from this burning pier — ^it is pofidtively 
roasting.'' 
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But Lilian paid no heed to this request. 
Her eyes were fixed on the steamer as it 
approached nearer and nearer ; and it was 
evident, from her manner, that she recog- 
nised some one on board. But that '^ some 
one^' was not Ernest Redmayne. The 
steamer was by the side of the pier-r*the 
passengers landed. The ^^some one" looked 
around ; and, after seeing that his luggage 
was safe in the care of his accompanying 
servant, to whom he gave instructions that 
he should take it by the tramway to the 
Pier Hotel, he advanced rapidly towards 
the refreshment compartment, and met the 
ladies as they descended the stairs from the 
gallery. The "some one" was Sir Cyril 
Norton. 

" Well ! This is most remarkable," he 
cried, as he shook hands with both the ladies^ 
** Who would have thought of meeting 
you? Why, you are about the last per- 
sons in the world I should have expected 
to find here." 

*< Yes I — no ! — to be sure 1 " stammered 
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Lilian, quite confused at the audacity of the 
patent lie, and blushing furiously. 

"Are you going to remain here?'' in- 
quired the baronet, in an assumed air of 
indifference. 

"We have a villa for a month,'' replied 
Lady Redmayne, as her daughter did not 
speak. " Lilian wanted change of air, and 
so did the children : and you — my dear Sir 
Cyril?" 

*^Iam expecting my yacht to meet me 

here. So I am rather the slave of " He 

paused, and looked at Lilian, then added 
in another tone, " wind and weather." 

"Then I hope," said Lady Redmayne, 
with a gracious inclination of her head, 
"that the wind and weather may be un- 
propitious to you, and propitious to us, by 
competing your stay here." 

Sir Cyril bowed and expressed his thanks 
— then looked at Lilian, who only mur- 
mured a few unintelligible words, with her 
eyes fixed on the ground. 

" My servant,'' pursued the baronet, " will 



Digitized by 



Google 



A GLIMPSE OP THE LOST ONE. 169 

I see to my rooms at the Pier Hotel, and 

arrange my traps. You were going, I think. 
May I have the honour of accompanying 
you ? ' Nothing could be more insinuating 
than his tone. 

" We shall be delighted ! " said the elder 
lady. 

Lilian again only muttered a few indis- 
tinct words, and kept her eyes fixed on 
the ground as if afraid of trusting herself 
to look up. 

*^ Come, Lilian 1 let us move on 1 There 
is such a crowd of horrid people here : and 
in this weather the canaille is most offen- 
sive. You know the firmness of my prin- 
ciples, as regards the equality of 'men, Sir 
Cyril. But really there is a line to be 
drawn sometimes : and they — they do push 
so. They have no consideration for their 
betters.'' 

On such a day of bright holiday weather 
the steamer had been crowded to the utmost; 
and the throng of passengers with porters 
and luggage, combined with the curiosity- 
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loungera already assembled, somewhat jus- 
tified the liberally disposed fine lady in her 
remark, as they pushed toward the pier 
tramway. 

The party were accidentally jostled by 
an elderly man, who was hurrying with a 
small, well-worn valise in his hand, along 
the length of the pier. 

Lady Redmayne turned to reprimand the 
"rude creature," and started with surprise. 
The man seemed confounded in his turn, 
and removed his hat respectfully. 

" Why, Rust ! can this be you ? " ex- 
claimed tlie lady, severely. *^How comes 
it that you can be here ? '' 

" If your ladyship recollects,'' replied 
Rust, in a tone which conveyed the con- 
sciousness of his innocence, although he was 
evidently confused, ** I have always had 
leave of absence for a fortnight every 
autumn to visit my widowed daughter, who 
has a house near this town; and, in the 
absence of the family, I thought I had 
better come now. I had already obtained 
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permission of Mr. Redmayne before he went 
away. 

" Yes, mamma, Rust is right,'' interceded 
Lilian. 

^* Permission of Mr. Redmayne, indeed ! *' 
broke in Lady Redmayne, acrimoniously. 
^^ Mr. Redmayne ! He is no longer a Red- 
mayne! I repudiate him. I may have 
Kberal principles ; but I will not allow the 
name of Redmayne to be disgraced by the 
unworthy fellow. Say *Mr. Miles'! Do 
you hear, man? So Mr. Miles gave you 
permission to gallivant about the country." 

Rust bowed his head and endeavoured 
to drop behind. 

But Lady Redmayne had not finished 
with her victim. 

** And this widowed daughter ! " she 
pursued. "What does she do here, at a 
fashionable watering-place?-' This with a 
sneer. 

^^She has a little house near the upper 
town, and lets lodgings." 

" Oh ! indeed ! " Lady Redmayne com- 
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menced to be rather patronising, than 
aggressive. *^And does she make a good 
business of it ? " 

" She has a sufficient living," answered 
Rust, drily. 

" And has she many lodgers just now? " 

*^ There is only one young lady staying 
with her ! " 

** Indeed ! a young lady all alone 1 Surely 
that is scarcely respectable. Does your 
daughter know who she is, and what her 
character may be ? " 

** I know ; and that is sufficient," said 
Rust, sturdily. ^* She is a good brave girl, 
who needs protection : and protection I can 
— I mean my daughter — can give her." 

"What a champion of innocence you 
are ! " sneered Lady Redmayne. 

Rust grew confused. He seemed to think 
that he had said more than he ought to 
have said. 

" Well, my lady ! " he cried, after a 
moment's reflection, turning on his mis- 
tress's mother, "I can't claim much merit 
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if I am. If I interest myself in the young 
lady it's only to spite others, I fancy.'' 

*^ What do you mean, man ? " said Lady 
Redmayne. 

^* Nothing of any consequence, my lady," 
resumed Bust, in as rough a tone as his 
duty would permit. " And if your ladyship 
will permit I should like to get on." He 
bowed respectfully, and walked sturdily 
forward without waiting for an answer. 
He seemed anxious to avoid any further 
questioning. 

Sir Cyril Norton meanwhile had been 
conversing in low tones with Lilian as they 
lounged down the long pier, and only lifted 
his head from its confidential position near 
her ear as Lady Redmayne came up to 
them. 

^^ A pretty household you have gathered 
about you, Lilian I " said the imperious lady. 
" That horrid old man has no more manners 
than a bear. You have never kept him in 
his place. And really his presuming to 
come away from home at such a time is 
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not to be borne. Why didn't you speak, 
child?" 

"I have always found him most respect- 
ful/' stammered Lilian, without looking up, 
finding that she was called on to say some- 
thing. She was twitching a bow on her 
dress in evident agitation. 

^^ That's right! take the defence of a 
menial against your own mother," continued 
Lady Redmayne. "What is the world 
coming to, I wonder, when a daughter flies 
in the face of all filial feeling ? '* 

Thwe was no knowing how long her 
ladyship's diatribe would have lasted had 
not Sir Cyril come to the rescue. 

*^ Mrs. Redmayne is not very well, I 
think," he said in his blandest tone. ** She 
seems faint. But as you have allowed me 
the honour of accompanying you, if she 
will condescend to take my arm " 

The arm was offered. Lilian evidently 
hesitated — she even trembled. But she gave 
way, and took the proffered support ; and 
any observing eye might have seen that 
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her arm was more closely squeezed to the 
baronet's side than was necessary under the 
carcumstances. 

The party proceeded on their way to the 
pretty villa occupied by the Redmaynes on 
the outskirts of the town. 

At the gate of the small garden which 
skirted it in front were the children, under 
the superintendence of Biddies. 

" Oh, mamma, mamma I " cried Master 
Harry, bounding out to meet Mrs. Red- 
mayne, ^* we've been for a long walk ; and 
at a cottage up there," he pointed to the 
upper town, "a cottage all covered with 
roses — so pretty — ^whom do you think we 
saw? Miss Norman, you know, who was 
our governess." 

"No such thing," screamed Miss Fanny, 
coming up in her turn, " I'm sure it was 
not she. And the woman turned her back 
and went into the house in a hurry when 
she saw us. Why! Miss Norman would 
have come to speak to us, you silly — of 
course she would." 
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" It was she, I tell you ! '' said the boy, 
eagerly. 

*' Oh ! you story, it wasn't," persisted the 
little girl. 

Sir Cyril Norton started, and positively 
dropped the arm he held. He listened with 
profound attention. 

" Here, Biddies," cried Lady Redmayne, 
" come here 1 What is this cock-and-bull 
story about Miss Norman ? " 

** There were two women in the garden 
before the cottage,'' said Miss Biddies, de- 
murely. ** Master Harry would have it 
that one of them was the young woman 
who was in my lady's service. But I can't 
say I saw the slightest resemblance." 

" Oh, Biddies, what a fib ! " said Harry. 

'^ Harry, you are a little fool," said his 
grandmother, positively, pushing the boy 
away with some violence. 

*^ I ain't no fool," persisted the child, and 
he began to cry. 

^^ No ! you are no fool, Harry, my boy," 
said Sir Cyril, pulling the boy to him, and 
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patting him on the head. ^' Now where was 
this cottage with the roses?" 

^' Out there!" said the boy, extending his 
arm. 

The indication was vague. 

" Could you show it to me if we were to 
take a walk together, my clever young 
fellow ? " said the baronet, in a low 
voice. 

Before Master Harry could answer, he 
was pulled away by his grandmother ; and 
the children were hustled into the house in 
the care of Biddies. 

Sir Cjrril took his leave of the ladies 
rather hastily. But he found occasion to 
press the hand of Mrs. Redmayne warmly 
at the villa-gate, and whisper, " Au revoir^ 
Lilian! aurevoirP^ 

Various thoughts crowded somewhat con- 
fusedly on his brain. He was troubled and 
perplexed. Even his gait as he went back 
to the town had lost much of its arrogant 
swagger, and was undecided and uncertain. 
Now he lingered on the way as if lost 
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in thought. Now he strode hastily for- 
ward. 

Could the boy have been right in his 
recognition of Mary Norman ? If so, she, 
whom he had sought so long in vain, was 
within his grasp. Yes! he could see now 
that it was that old rascal Rust who helped 
to smuggle her out of the way of everybody, 
and send her down to what might be con- 
sidered a secure seclusion. And he laughed 
aloud at the thought of the lucky chance 
which had thrown the girl once more in his 
way. But could Master Harry have been 
mistaken ? No ! he would not admit of any 
such suggestion. His lucky star was in the 
ascendant. He would act cautiously, how- 
ever. He might be seen if he himself were 
to hunt up this cottage, and endeavour to 
assure himself of the identity of its inmate : 
and the girl might again escape him. He 
would send his new servant in search of the 
place, with instructions to see the- young 
woman, of whom he would furnish a descrip- 
tion. The man, who had not exactly the 
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cunning of the ex-valet Simmons, was 
sufficiently adroit. Yes ! he would employ 
him to take the first steps. 

Other thoughts occupied him at the same 
time with some degree of perplexity. He 
had followed Lilian down to Ryde with 
the determination to achieve a conquest, 
which he found himself already in a fair 
way of gaining, over the weak woman. He 
avowed to himself that his heart was not 
concerned, and that he was not one jot in 
love with the object of his pursuit. But 
there were two powerful motives urging 
him to succeed in his purpose — revenge on 
Ernest Miles Redmayne, and the effacement 
of the blow dealt to his vanity by the re- 
jection of Lilian Redmayne in former days. 
He was determined to triumph. But then 
the furtherance of his designs on Mary 
Norman, if the inmate of the cottage should 
prove to be she, might militate against his 
success with Lilian. The position was one 
of considerable difficulty. But he laughed 
again as he thought how fortune seemed to 
n2 
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be playing a double game for him; and, 
as he was about to enter the hotel, on the 
side of its pretty little garden, he felt quite 
jovial in the thought that there was no 
adverse influence now to thwart his designs. 

No adverse influence? At the door of 
the hotel the Duchess d'Altavilla stood be- 
fore him ! 

Both the personages, who thus met, started 
painfully. The duchess endeavoured to pull 
down her veil. It was too late. The re- 
cognition was mutual. It was the gentleman 
who first recovered from the disagreeable 
surprise. 

"Florence, my dear cousin!" cried Sir 
Cyril, assuming a jaunty air, *^what favour- 
able wind of fortune has wafted you here ? 
I am enchanted to meet you thus unex- 
pectedly." 

The duchess hesitated for a moment, as 
if about to retreat back into the hall of the 
hotel ; but she changed her mind, lifted her 
head proudly, and walked on through the 
gardens, after saying, *^ I am not going to 
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affect that I experience any of the delight 
that you think fit to express, Cyril. The 
meeting ought not to be a pleasant one to 
either of us under the circumstances.'' 

She moved on towards the entrance to the 
pier, and was followed by Sir Cyril. 

" What have I done to deserve this en- 
mity, my fair cousin ? '* he said, insinuat- 
ingly, utterly unabashed in appearance. 

^*I am not aware that we were ever 
friends, sir." 

" But why should there be war between 
us?'' 

" I do not seek to war with you, sir; I 
only desire that you should leave me in 
peace." 

She bowed her head gracefully, and 
moved on through the turnstile to the pier. 
But Sir Cyril was resolved not to be thus 
ignored. The thought rapidly crossed him 
that the duchess had discovered the where- 
abouts of her daughter — else, why her 
presence there? — and had come to claim her. 
At any risks he must know the truth — at 
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any risks he must thwart her purpose, if 
such it were, by every means in his power. 
He followed, and rapidly caught her up. 
The pier was almost empty at that hour 
of the day. 

"You seek no war with me, you say,'' 
he exclaimed, beginning to lose the calm- 
ness of temper which it was his policy to 
put on. ^*But what does your manner to 
me mean, if it be not war ? But take care, 
Florence, take care! In any contest be- 
tween us, you may find that you have the 
worst of it." 

" Do you threaten me ? " 

*^ By no means ! I only warn you." 

'' Warn me ! " 

"Yes! that it would not be advisable 
for you to enter into hostilities with me. 
I have powerful weapons in my possession." 

" May I know what they are, my gentle 
cousin?" said the duchess with a smiling 
sneer; but her heart beat painfully, spite 
of her assumption of coolness. She already 
guessed the nature of his threat. 
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" I have no objection to show you my 
hand, fair cousin," was Sir Cyril's answer 
in a similar jeering tone. 

The duchess walked on without speaking ; 
she was anxious to know his designs, what- 
ever they might be; and yet she dreaded 
to hear what he might say. Sir Cyril 
smiled in silence, but said nothing to inti- 
mate what were his secret intentions. 

^^This looks like persecution," said the 
duchess at last. 

** It means conciliation," was the answer. 

^* Conciliation 1 as how ? " asked the 
duchess, resuming her haughty tone, and 
seating herself on a bench. 

** Suppose we come to terms," pursued 
Sir Cyril, recovering his usual manner, 
and standing before her with his legs far 
apart and his hands in his pockets. 

^^ Which you intend to dictate ? '' 

" Which I intend to dictate." 

The duchess tossed her head with a 
movement of scorn and pride. 

^^ Look here, Florence !" said the baronet. 
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after a short pause, **you must acknow- 
ledge that your position is a bad one." 

" In what way ? " 

" Inasmuch as it is a false one, all duchess 
that you are now." He paused ; then, find- 
ing that he was left to take the initiative, 
he went on in low tone — " It is no use 
fencing about far better that we should 
speak openly to one another. Before you 
married Altavilla you had borne young 
Norman a child, a daughter — I know it." 

** And I can guess whence you obtained 
your knowledge." 

^^ Indeed ! " said Sir Cyril. He was em- 
barrassed for a moment, and then went on 
with an evil smile, ** Well 1 no matter how 
I knew this episode of your early life, you 
cannot deny it. When you lost your 
lover " 

*' My husband, you mean?" 

**Your husband, indeed!" Again that 
evil smile. " You will find it difficult, I 
fancy, to prove the fact that this Norman 
was your husband." 
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" Villain ! how dare you ? " commenced 
the duchess, springing up indignantly. But 
she sank back immediately. She had been 
prepared for this insinuation, and had 
nothing to do but to meet it as best she 
could. 

" Can you produce the certificate of your 
marriage ? Does any such document exist ? 
If there be any such proof, let me see it ; 
and I have not another word to say." 

The duchess bent her head. 

"I guessed as much. There is no such 
proof." 

** You speak with such conviction that it 
goes beyond a mere guess, sir,'' said the 
duchess. "You know that such a document 
did exist, and that it exists no longer." 

Sir Cyril only laughed. 

"And how did you know this fact?" 
pursued the lady, rising boldly as if she had 
found a vantage-ground. 

Her antagonist paused for a moment 
and then said, coolly, "No matter how I 
know ; the source of my knowledge cannot 
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alter the plain position so damning to you. 
With a word I can blast your character. 
You are wholly in my power. Now listen, 
Florence — listen to reason ! Your secret is in 
my possession— never mind by what means. 
Why not come to the terms of which I 
spoke ? Let us be friends— still more, let us 
be allied more closely still. Give me that 
daughter — be she illegitimate or not — for 
my wife ; and the past will be buried before 
the world for ever. I shall then have my 
own honour to defend.'' 

'^ My child your wife ! " said the duchess, 
proudly. ^* Never — never! were you to 
crush me to the earth, and hold me up to 
the world's scorn— never! Not another 
word! I can read your wicked wiles as 
if they were written on a clean page be- 
fore me. Go and do your worst ! We two 
shall never speak again." She turned and 
walked back towards the entrance to the 
pier. 

Sir Cyril bit his lip. But then he took a 
deep breath and thought to himself that he 
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had still strings to his bow, and could still 
perhaps bring down his game. The doubts 
which perplexed him most were whether 
the duchess had or had not discovered her 
daughter. After a time, he walked slowly 
back to the Pier Hotel, to which the 
duchess had preceded him. 

She was now at a table in her room with 
writing materials before her, and was 
addressing a letter to Dr. Millington. 

"Dear Sir," she wrote. "During your 
regrettable absence from town I was more 
fortunate in the investigations I had insti- 
tuted, with the aid of the detective police. 
The discovery was made of the cabman, 
who had driven my poor child from Crom- 
well Gardens to a lodging-house in Doughty 
Street, kept by some acquaintance of an 
old serving-man in the Redmayne family. 
There I learned without difficulty that she 
had left London two days afterwards by the 
train to Portsmouth. To Portsmouth I fol- 
lowed immediately. A considerable time 
had now elapsed, and I felt how futile it 
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would be to make inquiries for my child in 
that place, which, to her, can only have 
been a mere town of passage. I naturally 
concluded that she had most probably 
crossed over to the Isle of Wight. So here 
I am at Ryde, making further attempts to 
obtain any possible clue* As yet I have 
utterly failed* It is almost a hopeless task. 
How find any one who may have dis- 
tinguished her among the daily throng of 
passengers ? And she may have gone on to 
the south side of the island. This is more 
than probable. To increase my perplexity, 
I have just been confronted by my odious 
cousin, Cyril Norton, who is here. He 
threatened me ; and I have no friend to take 
my defence. My relatives, the Wentworths, 
are still on the Continent. I know you 
cannot leave your many patients ; and yet I 
need you greatly. If you cannot gladden 
me with your presence, you can give me 
some advice. The counsel of a brave, hon- 
est, noble-hearted man, who loves my child — 
well ! I have written it— you love her — I feel 



Digitized by 



Google 



A GLIMPSE OP THE LOST ONE. 189 

it, I know it — such counsel may be of great 
service to me in my present emergency. 
Pardon my importunity, and render me 
what aid you can. — Ever yours gratefully, 
Florence d'Altavilla.'* 

By the next post that letter was dis- 
patched to Dr. Millington. 
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CHAPTER V. 

ROSE COTTAGE. 

On the outskirts of the upper town of 
Ryde, and at such an elevation as to catch 
a view of the sea, stood, at some distance 
apart from the road, a small mansion of 
the Georgian era. It was formal in its 
style, and, had it been of larger dimen- 
sions, would not have escaped the accusa- 
tion of being ugly and uncouth. Its 
miniature proportions saved it from such 
a verdict. It had even been called in 
descriptive tourists' books, *^ a bijou resi- 
dence." A small extent of grassy space 
and garden, flanked by thick bushes, gave 
the approach an appearance which might 
have almost been dignified by the proud 
appellation of a ^* drive up.'' Behind was 
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a much larger extent of garden-ground, 
with something like an orchard beyond, 
terminating in a grassy space, generally 
designated as **the paddock." From this 
last appendage to the small estate, and to 
the fact that it had been for years con- 
sidered as the dowry house of the noble 
family of Farnley, the name was derived 
of '' Farnley Paddock." But the last dow- 
ager of the Farnley family was now no 
more; and the place was uninhabited, ex- 
cept by a housekeeper, with one "help" 
and a gardener to keep it in order. It 
had never yet been honoured by the pre- 
sence of the existing head of the house. 

Close by the first entrance to the parklet 
stood a pleasant little house, fronted by a 
small garden, and covered in abounding 
luxuriance with climbing rose-trees, which 
in the summer-time were so profusely 
studded with their flowers as to hide, not 
only the thickly embowered porch, and 
the walls of the house, but even almost 
entirely the green leaves themselves. It 
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well deserved the name, by which it was 
generally known, as ** Rose Cottage.'* For- 
merly, it had evidently been built and used 
as the "lodge*' to the mansion; but now 
all direct communication had been severed 
by a creeper-covered paling; and Rose 
Cottage had a separate existence of its 
own. On a board attached to a tree, in 
one angle of the garden by the road-side, 
might sometimes be seen the announce- 
ment, "Lodgings." But now the board 
had been removed; and yet how sweet 
and alluring a dwelling it was, for any 
world-wearied soul anxious to seek peace 
and balmy seclusion. 

Severed as they were, the lordly paddock 
and the humbler Rose Cottage were still 
close neighbours. The day was bright and 
clear ; the sun shone cheerily on both alike. 
On the side of the former a middle-aged 
female of somewhat portly frame, in a 
plain unpretending dress, with a light 
shawl flung over her head, was walking 
slowly, her hands clasped before her; and 
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her face raised to the bright sky, now with 
a look of placid contentment in her coun- 
tenance — ^now with a sudden contraction 
of the dark eyebrows and a spasm of ill- 
suppressed passion on her face. Some- 
times she sighed deeply; sometimes she 
smiled, and now and then with an evil 
smile. Presently she came and leaned on 
the paling, which divided her from Rose 
Cottage, with an anxious inquiring look in 
her eyes. 

In the garden of the cottage was a 
woman with a widow's cap, clipping dead 
leaves and faded buds ; and in the shaded 
porch sat an old man with a soothing pipe 
in his mouth, and an unheeded book on 
his knees. 

'*You are industrious, my good neigh- 
bour," said the female, from the paddock 
side. 

"It is my delight to keep my pretty 
garden in good trim," answered the woman, 
raising her head with a kindly smile on her 
comely face. 
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^^ No doubt it is a pleasant occupation/' 
said the other ; adding with a sigh, " Per- 
haps, if I could take to it I should feel 
my loneliness less." 

^* You are the new housekeeper of the 
Paddock, I believe, ma'am,'' said she of 
the garden. 

" Yes ; I am the new housekeeper of 
Famley Paddock.'' This was followed by 
another weary sigh. 

** And you are lonely ? " 

*' Very lonely ! that fact must be my 
excuse for addressing you so unceremo- 
niously." 

" There needs no excuse between near 
neighbours." 

" You are very kind." 

*'You have pleasant companionship, I 
see," pursued the housekeeper, after a con- 
siderable pause; ''and you look as if it 
made you happy." 

" Yes, I am happy — that is, as happy as 
a poor widow can be. My dear father is 
sta3dng with me just now," and she turned 
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her head to designate the old man sitting 
in the porch. 

" And you have a young lady, too, an 
inmate of the house, I think. Is she your 
daughter?" 

*' No," said the widow, smiling, ^' she is 
a stranger to me ; but my father has a great 
regard for her ; and I have learned to like 
her ever so much." 

"No wonder — she is charming. I have 
caught sight of her several times ; and some- 
how she excites my interest greatly. I can 
understand that it would be impossible not 
to love her.'* 

The old man in the porch pricked up his 
ears and listened. 

" I have often wondered whence she could 
have come," pursued the housekeeper, after 
another pause. " She reminded me so 
strangely of some one I had known years 
ago." Another pause. " Pardon my curi- 
osity if I ask " 

"Rose!" called a voice from the porch, 
**why do you stand chattering there? you 
o2 



Digitized by 



Google 



196 FOR EVER AND NEVER. 

had better go and see to the dinner in the 
kitchen,' my child." 

Rose put away her garden-scissors into 
her basket, and, obeying the injunction, 
with a nod to the neighbour, disappeared 
at once into the house. The old man laid 
aside his book and came forward. 

" You seem rather curious about the 
young lady staying here, ma'am," he said, 
rather gruffly to the housekeeper. "We 
are not accustomed to answer questions 
about ourselves or our lodgers to strangers. 
My maxim has always been *the less said 
the soonest mended.' '' 

The housekeeper seemed rather startled. 
She looked as if she had recognised in the 
old man a dangerous antagonist; and she 
turned away her head and twitched her 
shawl lower on her face as she said 
in an apologetic tone, " Pray don't suppose 
that I had any improper motive." 

/'I don't suppose anything, ma'am," was 
the reply. 

"She called to my mind days long gone 
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by, and those whom I once loved," pursued 
the woraan, murmuring rather to herself 
than addressing the grumbling old man, 
as she turtied away. 

A serving-girl came running from the 
Paddock House calling, '^ Mrs. Salter ! Mrs. 
Salter!'' 

" What is it ? " said the woman thus 
summoned. 

"A letter, ma'am, come for you all the 
way from LuHnun." 

Susan Salter took the letter and read it 
as she returned to the house. It was from 
the Imp. He had a wonderful story to tell 
her — he wrote. He was trying to persuade 
** the governor " to come down to Ryde 
for the regatta. *'Look up, old girl," it 
ended, " I can help you now to trounce 
them blackguards." 

The girl, evidently an acquaintance of 
the Rose Cottage family, dropped a curtesy 
to the neighbour on the other side of the 
paling with the salutation, ** Good-day to 
you, Mr. Rust ! " 
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" What the deuce does that woman 
mean," thought old Rust to himself, as he 
walked to the cottage-door with his hands 
behind him, ** prying and questioning after 
that fashion? I don't like it; and I don't 
like her. She looks a bad 'un, and uncom- 
monly like the woman who played hanky- 
panky with the servants in town, too. 
I must warn Rose. The woman may be 
in league with some of those who would 
do the poor girl a mischief; and that con- 
founded scamp of a baronet is here too. 
She must be kept snug — she must be kept 
snug.*' 

As he approached the porch he was met 
by the very inmate who had evidently 
so much excited Susan Salter's curiosity. 

"My dear young lady," said Rust, hastily, 
but with every air of profound respect, "you 
had better not come out." He looked 
towards the paling. But the female whose 
curiosity he feared was gone. "I mean,'* 
he added, "it is very hot; and we shall 
have you damaging your lovely complexion 
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in the sun — if you will allow an old servant 
to say so, Miss Norman." 

Indeed, Mary Norman looked lovelier 
than ever. Comparative peace of mind 
and rest had swept the anxious, harassed 
expression from her face. Bright country 
air had restored the bloom to her cheeks ; 
and her beautiful dark grey eyes sparkled 
with fresh intensity. 

" You are a dear old flatterer. Rust,'* she 
said, with a smile. ^^ But I must risk any 
injury to my complexion. I want to have 
a good serious talk with you alone : and I 
have never had an opportunity as yet, since 
your arrival here. What ! do you mean 
to make a prisoner of me ! " The old man 
had again interposed himself to prevent 
her entering the garden. 

** Heaven forbid, Miss Mary ! " said Rust, 
**but there may be reasons for my not 
wishing you to be seen just at present. Let 
us sit here in the porch. You will be 
sweetly shaded there." He bowed her back 
upon a bench. 
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•' Reasons for not wishing me to be seen ? 
what reasons can you have, my good 
friend ? " said Mary, seating herself. 

Rust hesitated. He was doubtful whether 
it would be advisable to tell her of the 
presence of Sir Cyril Norton at Ryde, and 
thus alarm her. 

"Well!" he stammered, "you might be 
seen by people whom you might wish to 
avoid." 

"You mean the Redmaynes," said Mary, 
smiling. "Yes, I know that they are at 
Ryde" — a slight pause of embarrassment 
and then — " that is, the ladies of the family. 
The children passed the house yesterday, 
with their maid. But they did not observe 
me. Your daughter, Mrs. Willis, can reassure 
you on that point." 

" But they may return." 

" I do not fear them. They cannot harm 
me," was the girl's placid answer. 

" Who knows ? " grunted Rust. 

"No matter now," pursued Mary Norman. 
"What presses most on my mind is the 
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serious conversation I must have with 
you." 

"What about?" Rust looked anxious 
and uneasy. 

" You see, my good friend, I never can 
repay you for your kindness in sheltering 
me from my enemies, by sending me down 
here to your daughter. In her lodgings I 
have passed some of the most peaceful days 
of my life. But my resources, as you know, 
are scanty. The time is drawing near 
when I must again seek to earn my live- 
lihood." 

" Oh ! don't say that. Miss Mary — don^t 
say that.'' 

**I must, my good old friend — I must. 
By advertising, I might obtain another 
place as governess. I thought of speaking 
to the clergyman here about the School 
Board. At the worst I might find other 
work, like many a poor woman. I am an 
excellent needle-woman, you ought to know. 
I can undertake any amount of such 
labour." 
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" I can't bear to hear you talk in that 
manner, Miss Mary," said Rust, almost with 
a sob. 

" You are a man — a clever man — ^you 
know the world. Surely, you could add 
to the obligations I already owe you by- 
helping me to find the means of achieving 
independence." 

Eust bent down his head. 

^* Yes, yes ! " he said at last, looking up 
wistfully at the young lady. " Of course, 
it would wound your feelings to be depend- 
ent on an old serving-man. Pardon me, 
.Miss Mary, if ever I fancied that it might 
be. It can't be, I know. It can't be.'' 
The tears gushed into his eyes. 

Mary Norman rose, and grasped his 
hand. 

"God bless you. Rust!" she said, warmly. 
"Let my assurance that I feel towards 
you as a daughter remove any painful 
ieelings from your mind. I am alone in 
the world now — ^without a relative, almost 
without a friend — ^but for you." 
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** God bless you, Miss Mary ! " sobbed the 
old man. ** I have done well to love you, 
as a father ; " and he bent over her hand, on 
which his tears dropped slowly. 

" You are too much moved now, my good 
Rust,'' said Mary, after a pause, to enable 
her to check her own emotion. *^ We must 
defer our conversation on my future for a 
while. But, remember! we must hold our 
council soon, and then talk stern good 
sense, and not sentiment — do you hear ? 
And you are to be very good then, and aid 
me in all my plans. There ! there ! " She 
placed her pretty hand on the old man's 
grizzled head. 

Rust turned away to hide the tears which 
still flowed. As he did so his eye fell on 
the garden-gate. He started up so as to 
screen Mary from sight. "Go in ! quick 1 
don't question me ! " he cried, in a low and 
hurried voice, and pushed her gently into 
the house. 

Two men, one of whom was evidently 
a servant, had stopped in the road before 
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Rose Cottage. The servant pointed out the 
house, and then at a gesture from his master 
turned back on his way to the town. The 
other individual Rust knew to be Sir Cyril 
Norton. After a mementos hesitation he 
evidently thought it better to *Hake the bull 
by the horns." He advanced towards the 
gate, and respectfully took off his hat to the 
baronet. 

^^ What I Rust?'' said Sir Cyril, with an 
affectation of profound surprise. ** Are you 
living here in this pretty place ? " 

** I am staying with my daughter for a 
few days, sir," answered the old man, with 
an air of the most profound obsequiousness. 

"Staying here all alone?" inquired Sir 
Cyril, with indifference. 

"My daughter and I are alone here,'' 
answered Rust, with an effrontery of men- 
dacity worthy of the baronet himself. 

"The house is charming," remarked the 
baronet, condescendingly, " and the place 
here close by ! — what is that ? " 

" It is called ' Famley Paddock.' " 
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"Indeed! By Jove! this must bo 
Farn^s marine villa, of which I have heard 
him speak. A queer place in its way, but 
snug/' said Sir Cyril, sauntering on, with 
an air of unconcern. " I'll have a look at 
it. Good day. Rust." 

*^ Good day, sir." 

Rust remained watching at the gate, 
whilst Sir Cyril paused before the entrance 
to Famley Paddock, and then entered the 
gate. The old man was right in his con- 
jecture that the baronet intended to seek 
for further information there respecting the 
inmates of Rose Cottage ; and he applauded 
his own prudence in keeping the name of 
Mary Norman from the knowledge of the 
prying housekeeper. 

As Sir Cyril advanced towards the house, 
jaunty and assured as usual, a female who 
had watched him, not without very con- 
siderable surprise and agitation, from the 
hall- window, confronted him at the door. 
The woman's manner startled him. He did 
not seem to recognise her at first; but a 
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sense of something unpleasant came over 
him with a sort of chill. He stared as if to 
gather up a scattered memory ; and it was 
the woman who was the first to speak. 

^* So ! you have come to me at last, Cyril 
Norton," she said, in a tone half satirical, 
half defiant. 

^'Who are you? What are you?" the 
baronet contrived to stammer at length. 

" Yes 1 I am not what I was," pursued 
the woman, with a tone of regret. "But 
Cyril Norton might know me still if he 
consulted his memory — not his heart — no, 
not his heart." 

Something — perhaps it was the tone of 
her voice — seemed to strike Sir Cyril; and 
he spoke doubtfully, and without conviction, 
the word "Susan?" 

" Yes 1 Susan Salter, your victim ! So 
fate has thrown you in my way at last ! " 
She stood with her arms folded before her, 
glaring on the startled man. 

It was not a woman who could " cow " 
Sir Cyril Norton, however. He quickly re- 
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covered himself and said, in the calmest 
tone — 

"So! you are Susan Salter! Well! I 
have not forgotten the name, you see. I 
recognise you now. What are you doing 
here, my good woman?'' 

** It is for me to ask what tfou are doing 
here. Whatever your purpose, I know it 
must be evil." 

" You have a charming opinion of me.'' 

" Whatever my opinion of you, it is you 
who have taught it to me." 

" Come ! what do you want with me ?" 

** For the present nothing but your de- 
parture from these grounds— whatever pur- 
pose I may have hereafter," she added in a 
lower tone, as if speaking to herself. 

" Hoity 1 toity, woman ! who makes you 
the mistress here that you should order me 
to leave this place ? " 

" The will of its master." 

Sir Cyril laughed. " Has Farnley estab- 
lished a lunatic asylum here, then ? " 

" I am not mad. But, if I were, it is you. 
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and such as you, who have driven me to 
madness. Go while I am still sane. You 
had better go." 

" Look here, Susan ! if you are really 
sane as you say, you must see that this 
absurd manner of yours can lead to nothing 
but your dismissal by your master, who is 
my friend. Come ! let by-gones be by- 
gones ; and let us talk reason. I only came 
here for a little information— about your 
neighbours, there." He pointed to Rose 
Cottage. 

** Cyril Norton never did anything in his 
life without some deep and damnable pur- 
pose; and if you want to know about my 
neighbours it must be that " She sud- 
denly broke off, and added excitedly, '* Ah ! 
you intend that sweet girl to be another 
victim." 

"She is there, then. Thanks for your 
information ; " and he turned to leave the 
premises. 

*^ No I stay ! " cried Susan Salter, placing 
herself by a quick movement before the 
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baronet, in his path. "A light breaks in 
on me. The sight of her did not move me 
without reason. She is the daughter of the 
mistress I so foully wronged for love of 
you — ^f ool that I was ! She is your cousin's 
child. She bars your way to a rich inherit- 
ance: and you would be rid of her — 
murder her perhaps — oh, you are capable 
of all. Bat you shall not harm her — you 
shall not— I will kill you first— I— I ! '' Her 
manner was so violent that she might well 
have justified the supposition that she was 
mad. 

** Peace, woman! maniac!" cried Sir 
Cyril, *^ I mean the girl no harm." 

*^The lie is on your face as on your 
tongue ! " cried Susan. 

*^ Peace!" 

** I will not hold my peace — I will warn 
these people of your designs." And she 
hurried towards the palings of Rose Cot- 
tage. 

" Hold your accursed tongue, I say," 
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cried Sir Cyril, following her and seizing 
her roughly by the arm. 

"I will not — I will tell them aU— how 
after suborning me to reveal your cousin's 
secrets you suborned another to steal her 
papers for your own purposes — ^how that 
house was fired — how you thus murdered 
two unfortunate victims — oh ! all is clear to 
me now J I will cry it aloud to the whole 
worid ! " 

Sir Cyril became deadly pale during this 
accusation. But he was able to say, coolly, 
" And my answer will be that you are 
mad.*' 

** Justice will hear me — I will denounce 
you to the police.'' And she seized hold of 
him as if then and there to drag him before 
a tribunal. 

"Mad! mad!" 

" What is the matter here ? " cried Rust, 
suddenly appearing on the other side of 
the palings. 

**Ah! my friend! you had better take 
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care of this woman, here. She is utterly 
insane; and she is dangerous." And he 
shook hier oflF with a violent blow. 

Susan Salter screamed and fell on the 
ground. 

" Never heed her ! she will come to 1 You 
had better not listen to her ravings." 

Sir Cyril thought it advisable, however, 
to make a retreat, and postpone his designs 
on Mary Norman until another and more 
propitious occasion. One thing at all events 
he had inferred from what had passed — that 
the duchess had not yet discovered her 
daughter's whereabouts. So far, so good, 
he thought. But there was still a fearful 
trouble on his mind. The denunciation of 
the woman, he had long ago wronged and 
deserted, precise as it was, was a heavy 
blow. How had she learned this one most 
fatal error of his life ? and did she possess 
evidence enough to condemn him ? For the 
first time the feeling came across him that 
the sins of his youth were finding him out, 
and calling for vengeance. 
p2 
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As Sir Cyril disappeared down the road, 
Rust had entered the precincts of Famley 
Paddock, and raised the senseless woman 
tenderly from the ground. In spite of all 
his crustiness and prejudice he was a good- 
hearted soul. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

ARRIVALS. 

The next day there was considerable bustle 
and excitement at Famley Paddock. Com- 
munication had been received that "his 
lordship," with servants and groom, carriage 
and horses, and some friends, was coming 
down to what he called his " marine villa." 
His lordship, it was true, was no yachting 
man; but he had found out, in his little 
mind— what had probably been influenced by 
his attendant Imp — that he had a great desire 
to be present at the Ryde Regatta. The 
knowledge that the idol of his infatuation^ 
Sir Cyril Norton, was honouring Ryde with 
his presence may have also had a powerful 
influence on his decision. 
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All was confusion. Another male ^* help" 
had been employed to see after the stables, 
so long disused, whilst Mrs. Salter, the 
housekeeper, was arranging and preparing 
the various rooms. It was as much as she 
could manage with her little maid. She 
herself moved with considerable difficulty, 
her left arm in a sling. The violence of the 
wrench she had received, combined with her 
fall, had greatly disabled her; but she 
worked hard, and with a will. 

For some time after her stormy interview 
with Sir Cyril Norton she had remained 
senseless. But Rust had helped to convey 
her into the house, and, in a long interview 
with her subsequently, had wholly changed 
his opinion of the strange woman. He had 
learned enough from the disjointed words 
she had let fall to know that she was in- 
clined to be Mary Norman's friend and not 
her enemy, and that she was remotely 
connected with persons who might exercise 
a considerable influence for good on the 
future fate of th^ deserted girl. Rust then 
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with Mrs. Willis, his daughter, laboured with 
all the energy of his kind heart to assist in 
the arrangement of the house for its master, 
oil his unexpected arrival. 

Scarcely less was the bustle and commo- 
tion at the end of the pier on the arrival of 
the steamer which wafted his little lordship 
to the shores of the Isle of Wight. Titles 
were prolific enough at the fashionable place 
of resort ; one little lord, more or less, could 
not add greatly to the excitement of the 
hour. But there was an imposing air about 
Lord Famley's servants, smart little groom, 
and *^ swell" accompanying satellites, which 
gave a sort of importance — it could scarcely 
be said why or how — to the landing of the 
owner of Famley Paddock on the Eyde 
Pier— an importance greatly increased by 
the sight of the flat barge, which followed 
the steamer with the famous tilbury, from 
which his lordship could not part, and the 
horses in their boxes. There was a greater 
assemblage than usual of curious loungers 
and busy people, who had nothing else about 
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which to busy themselves. The pier was 
crowded : and the pleased expression on his 
little lordship's face might have been inter- 
preted as one of satisfaction at the homage 
which he fancied he was receiving. His 
smile beamed more joyously than ever as 
his eye fell on Sir Cyril, who was standing 
there with Mrs, Redmayne on his arm. 

"Ah! great Don, there you are!" cried 
Farnley; *'I expected to find you here — 
don't you know ? And how are you, old 
chappie ? " 

"How do, Farn? You are looking awfully 
jolly," condescended Sir Cyril. 

"Yes! and I mean to have a jolly time 
of it. I have got these fellows with me 
to make me jolly, don't you know ? Ashton 
and Dangerfield, you know." He designated 
with a movement of the head these amiable 
gentlemen, who were standing close at 
hand, whispering sarcastic remarks on the 
presence of Lilian with the baronet. 

"Another move in the great Redmayne 
V. Redmayne and Norton case, it's very 
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clear," had sneered the cynic, chuckling 
low. 

** Looks devilish like it!" growled Danger- 
field. 

**Do me the honour of presenting me, 
Don, there's a good fellar," said Famley, 
taking o£E his hat with the most beaming of 
smiles towards Mrs. Redmayne. 

His little lordship was duly presented, and 
grinned most amiably. 

" Delighted ! yes enchanted— don't you 
know?'' he lisped in a manner which he 
thought most effectively imitated from his 
great prototype ; ^* I have often desired the 
honour — don't you know ? '' 

Lilian responded somewhat coldly. 

" Yes I ah ! it's a fact, by Jove 1 '' ex- 
pressed the smiling lord ; and then, as if 
somewhat embarrassed how to carry on the 
conversation, after a few hesitating ** ahs,'* 
he added, *^ Saw your husband at Ports- 
mouth this morning — don't you know ? " 

Lilian was fearfully startled at this an- 
nouncement. She gave one look to Sir 
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Cyril, and then cast her eyes on the ground, 
with heightened colour. 

" Indeed ! " was all she could find face 
to say. 

"Yes, by Jove!" pursued Lord Famley, 
"met him face to face — don't you know? 
Know Mr. Redmayne well— he's one of us — 
the Flutterers, I mean— don't you know? 
He was making inquiries about something 
or other. Didn't come by the same boat. 
Sure to come by the next. Coming to join 
you, of course ? He is a happy fellow, 
Mrs. Redmayne." The little lord essayed 
an air and sigh of infinite gallantry. " But 
excuse me, Mrs. Redmayne: I must see 
after all my traps— don't you know? A 
lot of trouble one has with one's fellows. 
Imp ! you little devil, where are you ?" 

The Imp was duly in attendance, as the 
"familiar spirit" of his little lordship. In 
this respect he claimed superior importance 
to the superior servants. The landing of 
the carriage and horses from the "flat" 
at the further end of the pier was to be 
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executed under his instructions ; while Lord 
Faxnley, with his attendant satellites, pro- 
ceeded by the tram-car to that spot. 

In the bustle and excitement of Lord 
Famley's advent, no wonder that the 
arrival of inferior personages should have 
been overlooked and disregarded. Among 
them was a fine, stalwart fellow, verging 
on middle age, who walked, head erect, 
with a countenance which, if not exactly 
handsome, was strikingly intellectual, and 
made his way along the pier towards the 
" Pier Hotel," His luggage, carried behind 
him l)y a porter, was marked *^Dr. Milling- 
ton, passenger." 

Two other men, who had come by the 
same steamer, were also there. But no one 
could have bestowed on them the designa- 
tion of "gentlemen''; and no one appeared 
to heed them. 

"All right! there he is!'' said one of 
them, on sighting Sir Cyril Norton. "Hold 
back! let's wait till he leaves the pier. 
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Then we can track him home^ and be down 
on him/' 

" He is coming— don't you hear ? " said 
Lilian to her companion, excitedly. 

"Is he?'* was Sir Cyril's remark, in a 
sarcastic tone. 

"You heard what your friend said," 
pursued Lilian, in the same nervous manner. 

" Let us leave the pier. We are too 
much observed here. Come and take a 
little stroll with me on the Esplanade." 

"When does the next steamer arrive?" 
asked the weak woman, anxiously. 

" What matter now ? — come I " 

Lilian seemed to have lost all power of 
resistance to the enterprising man beside 
her. She yielded without a word; and 
on leaving the pier the two strolled along 
the pleasant gardens called the Esplanade. 

" My husband is coming — coming at last 
to join me. I told you he would ! " cried 
Lilian, excitedly, without venturing to look 
in Sir Cyril's face, as they walked away* 
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" Coming 1 very probably," said the 
baronet, coolly. " But not coming to join 
you.'' 

" What do you mean ? " asked the wife, 
suddenly looking up. " What do you 
mean?" 

*^I mean that it is not for you that he 
is coming over. He probably is ignorant 
of your residence here; and most likely 
had he known it he would have avoided 
the place.'' 

** How do you dare to say these things ? " 

** Simply because they are true. It is 
Miss Norman he is seeking out. By some 
means he seems to have discovered that she 
is here ; and so to Ryde he comes. Don't 
deceive yourself, fair lady — don't flatter 
yourself, Mary Norman is the magnet which 
attracts him here, not you.'' 

*^ Miss Norman here ? " exclaimed Lilian 
in a tone of doubt. 

**Yes, here! I have learned the fact for 
certain; and so, I could swear, has your 
truant husband.'' 
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** Could he be so base ? " stammered Mrs. 
Redmayne ; " I cannot believe if 

^^You want conviction?^* pursued Sir Cyril 
in a triumphant tone^ " You shall have 
it." 

" I will ! " muttered Lilian. 

" Look here Mrs. Bedmayne, or rather 
Lilian^ my lilian soon, I trust," — the lady 
shuddered — **you must feel that your hus- 
band has utterly deserted you— that he 
loves, or fancies he loves, another woman. 
What tie remains to fetter you to him 
now ? He has broken every bond of love 
and affection. He himself has rel^ised you 
from every vow— from every restraint of 
duty. What is left to you but to seek 
for consolation in the fervent homage of 
one who has loved you long-— who is your 
only friend. Have I not earned my ren 
compense ? " 

*^ I must not hear such words. Say no 
more, Sir Cyril/^ murmured Lilian, weakly, 
as she withdrew her arm from his, "I 
cannot, I will not, listen to you." 
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" Perhaps you would rather listen to your 
husband/' pursued Sir Cyril, with a mock- 
ing laugh^ ** to hear him pour words of 
love into the ear of another woman." 

Lilian started, and then, with an assump- 
tion of courage, said, *^ You will have to 
prove to me that he does so." 

*^ You had proof enough already in your 
own house, I think.'' 

Mrs. Redmayne flinched again, as the 
memory of her past jealousy poured back 
on her like a poisoned stream. 

She suddenly turned back on her way, 
saying rather pettishly than imperatively, 
"Where is this girl?" 

" I tell you that she is here, in Ryde. 
You yourself have heard from another that 
your husband is on his way to the same 
place. Is not that enough ? " 

^* No ! nol " muttered Lilian, with sunken 
head. " He may love me still — ^he must 
love me still. Oh, Ernest 1 Ernest ! " 

Sir Cyril Norton shrugged his shoulders ; 
and they walked on side by side in silence. 
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" Why 80 sad, Lilian ? " said the baronet 
at last; *^you ought to be happy in that 
assurance of your husband's warm aflfec- 
tion which you have just now expressed." 

Lilian was still silent ; and she trembled 
nervously. 

"All will come right, no doubt; but you 
evidently want some diversion. My yacht 
is already in harbour now; and I have 
entered *Zerlina' for the regatta. That 
little idiot Farnley gave her the name — 
thought it awfully jolly, don't you know." 
He mimicked the little lord's lisp and man- 
ner, as he spoke laughingly. "You had better 
come on board for an hour or two, while 
she makes a trial trip. The excitement, 
combined with the sea-breeze, will do you 
a world of good. Come! say yes; and I 
will have everything in readiness for you 
in a trice." 

"I cannot, if I would," said Lilian in 
a low voice, after a considerable pause. 
*^ Ernest will be here so soon, and he 
might object." 
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**My dear girl," continued Sir Cyril, in 
the same jovial tone, " you still foster 
that delusion then. You will have no ob- 
jection made by him, as he will not see 
you to object. Now do be reasonable, 
Lilian.'' He sought to take her arm in 
his once more. 

" I am tired," was Mrs. Redmayne's only 
reply, as she moved away from him. "I 
am going home." 

*^ I will accompany you." 

** No ! I want to be alone. People might 
talk — ^they do already, I am sure." 

" As you will 1 but later in the day I 
hope to have the honour of calling, that 
I may enjoy the pleasure of seeing you in 
the loving arms of your ever faithful hus- 
band. Good-bye 1 " 

Sir Cyril laughed loudly with the bitterest 
sarcasm in his tone, and taking off his hat 
bowed profoundly. Lilian only bent her 
head and moved onward towards her home. 

The ** Don " stood with his legs far apart 
and his hands in his pockets, whistling the 
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air of La donna e mobile as he watched 
her. 

After a time his brow clouded as he 
thought of his unexpected meeting with 
Susan Salter, and began to brood over the 
injury the woman might do him. But his 
was not a nature to allow any fears of the 
kind, or any anticipations of evil, to trouble 
him long. 

" I must go up to that cottage and force 
an interview with Mary Norman^ — get her 
away before her mother can discover her," 
he reflected. ** True, Famley's villa ad- 
joins; and that woman may come in my 
way and spoil everything. Well! I can 
defy the furious hell-cat, and brave her — 
denounce her as a mad woman. The little 
fool can easily be persuaded by me to give 
her the sack. I should be an idiot to trouble 
myself about her.*' 

After visiting his yacht and seeing that 
everything was in order to receive a lady 
on board, whether that lady should be 
Mary or Lilian, Sir Cyril again lounged on 
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the pier to watch the arrival of the second 
steamer. It came; and his heart beat thickly 
with angry feelings as he saw his detested 
rival — twice the favoured rival — ^land. Was 
it possible that Ernest Redmayne could 
really have come to join his wife ? No ! 
Sir Cyril saw him take his way to a 
small hotel, ujiinhabited by the fashionable 
world. He hailed no fly to take him to 
the villa occupied by Lady Redmayne. 
His purpose, then, was obviously not to 
join his wife. In all probability he was 
not even aware of her residence at Ryde. 

The baronet chuckled to himself, and 
resolved to pay at once his promised visit 
to his intended victim. He was so elate at 
the thought of bending Lilian completely 
to his will, that he was regardless of other 
objects; and he was quite unaware that 
his movements were observed and watched 
in two distinct quarters. Dr. Millington on 
leaving the Pier Hotel, where he had held 
a long conference with the Duchess d'Alta- 
villa, had remarked him, and, after a pause 
q2 
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of thought, had seemingly resolved to fol- 
low him. Sir Cyril, if Mary Norman really 
were at Ryde, might have discovered her 
whereabouts, and might lead him to the 
very spot. 

Two sneaking loungers had also marked 
the baronet down, and, at a little distance, 
followed in his footsteps. At a turn of 
a street, however, the eye of one of them, 
who had been cautiously looking round, 
fell on the form of Dr. Millington. 

"That fellow here!" he growled, •^et's 
fall back! He knows me, curse him — 
knows me only too well ; and he might do 
me a mischief." 

*^ A friend of the baronet's ?" inquired the 
other. 

"No! hates him like poison, I should 
say. But I don't want to come across the 
spying brute." 

Unconscious of the men on his track, 
Sir Cyril pursued his way to the villa occu- 
pied by Lady Redmayne. 

The ladies were " at home.'' But Ladv 



Digitizfed by 



Google 



ARRIVALS. 229 

Redmayne was in the drawing-room with 
her daughter ; and there was no opportunity 
for confidential talk. Lilian looked pale 
and harassed. She scanned Sir Cyril's face 
with a long inquiring look ; but she did not 
dare to speak before her mother of the 
subject uppermost in her thoughts. Al- 
though the baronet affected an air of light 
gaiety, the conversation was constrained: 
nor did Lady Redmayne's affected discourse 
on her invariable principles of liberty and 
equality between all classes greatly enliven 
the embarrassment of the situation. At 
last the baronet rose. 

*^Come, Mrs. Redmayne," he said, jauntily, 
" you must bestow on a poor suppliant one 
of those beautiful roses growing so profusely 
in your front garden, for a ^button-hole.' I 
I am very importunate, no doubt ; but you 
will pardon an old friend." 

" I can choose you a lovely one. Sir 
Cyril," said Lady Redmayne, smirkingly. 
But, before she could rise from her chair, 
Lilian had taken the hint, and left the room. 
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"Well! well!" she said eagerly to Sir 
Cyril, as he descended the steps into the 
garden. ^* Is he come ? Have you seen 
him?'' 

** He is here, and I have seen him." 

" And he has not come on to me ? '' 

" He has not, as you yourself are well 
aware." 

*^ What did he do?" 

** Went to a small hotel, where he might 
be unobserved." 

" And his purpose? " 

" Obvious— to meet Mary Norman." 

Lilian covered her face with her hands, 
and burst into tears. 

*' Oh, Ernest, Ernest ! " she sobbed. 

"Hush! your mother,'* said Sir Cyril, 
low^ as that august personage made her 
appearance on the steps. He had just time 
to whisper, ^* Be here at eleven* I will then 
tell you everything," and, after saluting 
both the ladies, he turned into the road. 

Sir Cyril smiled as he waved back his 
hand. Lilian looked after him. If she 
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could have read his thoughts she might have 
turned away disgusted. They were much 
as follows : ^* Now, my fair lady, whether I 
keep my appointment with you or not must 
depend on the tum-up of the cards I play 
within the next few hours." 

Fortune, certainly, seemed inclined to 
favour him on his next venture. As, after 
a somewhat lengthy walk, he approached 
Rose Cottage, he became aware of the figure 
of Rust standing at the gate, but turning to 
speak to some one in the garden. He drew 
back to observe. Presently the old man 
came out into the road with a female, 
skirted the front of Famley Paddock^ and 
disappeared with her down a side-lane. 
Another female form came to the gate. It 
was the form of Mary Norman ! Now, then^ 
was his time. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

FABNLET PADDOCK. 

The Sim was approaching its setting ; and 
long shadows streaked with gleams of light 
were stretched along the road, before Rose 
Cottage, as Sir Cyril Norton advanced 
quickly to the spot. Mary Norman was re- 
turning slowly to the house, when the 
baronet opened the gate abruptly and called 
loudly, " Miss Norman.*' She turned with 
a painful start just as she reached the porch, 
and saw before her the man she had learned 
to look on as her persecutor — the man 
whom, of all others, she most desired to 
avoid. 

*^ You here ? you I " were the only words 
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that she could utter, as Sir Cyril advanced 
hurriedly towards her. 

'* Yes, I ! " he exclaimed, with affected 
fervour, " and thank Heaven I find you at 
last. I have sought you long, and used 
every effort to discover you. At last I am 
rewarded for all my trouble and anxiety. 
I bring you good news — ^joyful news." 

"What do you mean?'' cried Mary 
Norman, bewildered. " You bring me joy- 
ful news ? you ! " 

" Yes I Listen to me with patience for a 
while.'' 

" Tell me then what you have to say, sir, 
and quickly ? " She stepped back into the 
porch, and stood confronting him proudly. 

" You may not be aware that you have a 
mother. Miss Norman ? '' pursued Sir Cyril. 

" A mother? " gasped Mar}^ 

" Yes ! Your mother lives, and longs to 
clasp you to her arms. She has despatched 
me, her nearest relative, to find you. In 
that task I have succeeded." 

" My mother lives ? longs to clasp me in 
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her arms?" echoed the astonished girl, 
staggering back in strong emotion and 
falling on the seat within the porch^ " how 
can I believe you?" 

^* It is exactly as I say,"^ said the design- 
ing man, with confidence^ as he followed 
her into the porch,. *^and she has com- 
missioned me to bring you to her. You 
had better prepare for your departure at 
once." 

" My mother I where is she ? " cried 
Mary. 

" In London ! where she awaits you." 

** Untrue I " said a firm voice from behind 
them. 

Both turned, and were aware of the 
presence of Doctor Millington, who had 
entered the garden unperceived, and ad- 
vanced towards the cottage-door. 

^* What that man says is a vile untruth." 

'* You dare to give me the lie ? " shouted 
Sir Cyril. 

^*Be it daring or not, I simply uphold 
the truth. Miss Norman, you must not be- 
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lieve that man. He is not, in any way, 
commissioned by your mother to bring you 
to hex." 

"My friend! always and in everything 
my friend, I can believe ^ou : and 1 know 
you will stand by me." She sprang out of 
the porch as she spoke to take Doctor Mil- 
lington's arm. 

" What authorises you to interfere again 
in my affairs^ you blackguard?" cried Sir 
Cyril, losing all control over his temper. 

*^I will overlook the coarseness of your 
language^" said the doctor, coolly, *^ and 
inform you that I am authorised by the 
credentials which I hold. Here are mine, 
Sir Cyril Norton." He handed a paper to 
Mary Norman* " Where are yours ? " 

^* These absurd pretensions will not serve 
your turn," growled the baronet, choking 
with rage. " What is that paper ? " 

Mary Norman read, *^ Come to me with 
that good Dr.. Millington, darling child — 
your loving and anxious mother — Florence 
d'Altavilla." 
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" It is a forgery! '' cried Sir Cyril, trying 
to snatch the paper from Mary's hand. 

M You will not deny your cousin's hand- 
writing!" said Dr. Millington, interposing, 
and taking back the paper. 

"It is true, then," asked Mary, in a 
voice trembling with agitation and emotion, 
"that my mother is alive? that I shall see 
her soon ? oh, tell me — tell me ! " 

" It is true ; and, so far, that man told the 
truth. But your mother is here — in Ryde — 
not in London. He would have led you 
away from her, not taken you to her. Thank 
Heaven I saw him, watched him : and it is 
he himself who has led me to you, when I 
didn't know where to find you. At all 
events, he has done us that good service." 

Sir Cyril clenched his fists, and ground 
his teeth. He was completely foiled in his 
game. 

*^ I shall need satisfaction for this insult, 
sir," he cried to Dr. Millington, as he turned 
away. 

" I am at your service. Sir Cyril Norton, 
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whenever you ask for reparation," answered 
the doctor, with a quiet smile. 

Sir Cyril turned once more to Mary 
Norman with the words, " And you choose 
to believe this man ? '' 

^^ He has always been my best friend, my 
kind protector,'' said Mary, with fervour. 
" I can always rely on his truth.'* 

The baronet turned away, and retreated 
without another word. 

" Tell me — tell me again, my friend — 
that it was not a dream — that I have a 
mother — ^that I shall see her, embrace her I " 
Unable to control herself any longer, she 
now burst into tears. 

*^It is no dream. But come into the 
house now. You are weak, and faint with 
emotion. Come 1 " 

Dr. Millington led Mary Norman into the 
cottage. 

Sir Cyril Norton returned to the road, 
quivering with rage. His scheme had failed: 
and Mary Norman was evidently lost to him 
now. It was vain to curse the "interfering 
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scoundrel," as he termed the doctor. The 
game had been played out ; and he had lost. 
But he had still, he thought, means of re- 
venge in his hands. He could bring con- 
fusion and disgrace to Mary's mother : and 
that revenge he would pursue to the end. 
He stood at the gate of Famley Paddock 
meditating what next step to take. He was 
weary and athirst; and, at all events, he 
could spend an hour or so, he reflected, with 
Famley and his "gang.'^ He entered the 
gate, not knowing that two men still dogged 
his steps. They watched him as he walked 
towards the house, and then turned down 
the lane, which skirted the premises on th6 
further side, to take up a post of observa- 
tion. 

Sir Cyril was in anything but a placid 
mood, as, with his head bent, and his hands 
in his trousers pockets, he arrived at the 
door of the uncouth mansion. He plucked 
at the hanging bell-pull with considerable 
vehemence, and swore large oaths when the 
servant did not make an immediate appear- 
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ance. The clatter of the bell was long and 
loud, and quite overpowered the noise of 
laughter and shouting from within. The 
combined sounds must have startled the 
usually dull and quiet house. When a ser- 
vant at last appeared, the simple inquiry as 
to whether his lordship was at home was 
made by Sir Cyril in a tone of such uncon- 
trolled vexation and impatience that the man 
afterwards assured his fellows he thought 
*^the baronet was going to snap off his 
nose." On being informed that his lord- 
ship was in the billiard-room, Sir Cyril was 
easily guided by the uproar to the apart- 
ment in question. On opening the door he 
found Lord Farnley, Ashton, and Danger- 
field in a high state of excitement. Tall 
glasses of brandy and soda, combined with 
other drinks, were scattered here and there 
about the room : and the libations had evi- 
dently been frequent and deep. A violently- 
disputed point in the game about the value 
of a ^^ fluke " was at once suspended on his 
entrance. 
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" By Jove 1 it's the Don," cried Famley, 
exultingly, throwing down his cue, "It's 
devilish jolly of you to come, old chappie. 
I'm delighted — don't you know?" and he 
shook his idol's hand with effusion. 

** How do, Norton ? " was the less enthu- 
siastic greeting of the others. 

" Oh, by Jove ! this is jolly," repeated 
his little lordship. *^ Have a drink, old 
chappie 1 " 

Sir Cyril helped himself to a stiff glass of 
brandy pure to fortify his nervous system. 
Spite of his .habitual coolness he was still 
quivering with rage. 

"A screw loose here," whispered Ashton 
to Dangerfield. 

" You don't look quite the thing, Norton," 
said the former, with affected interest. 
"Something gone wrong, eh? Has your 
lady-love proved cruel, after all?" This 
was followed by a mocking laugh. 

" I am not aware of any cruelty to me 
on the part of any lady," waa the scornful 
answer. 
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" No, by Jove ! no woman was ever cruel 
to the Don," chirped his little lordship. 

" He has told us so, often enough to make 
US thoroughly believe him,'' sneered the 
cynic. 

** Thank you, friend Ashton!" said Sir 
Cyril. ^^ Your judgment is a feather in my 
cap. So many men never obtain any cre- 
dence, however often they may affirm a fact." 

Maurice Ashton growled, and appeared 
seeking for a retort when Dangerfield whis- 
pered him, ** Leave him alone 1 he's in a 
devil of a temper, I can see." 

*^ Look here, chappie," said Famley, 
cheerily. '* You are going to stop to dinner 
— ar'n't you? It would be awful jolly, if 
you were to stop — don't you know ?" 

^' I don't mind if I do !" said the baronet, 
with an air of consummate indifference. 

But his little lordship took no heed of the 
semi-supercilious tone. '^By Jove! what 
a good f ellar you are, Don ! " he pursued, 
with a pleasant smile. " I'm delighted — 
don't you know ? " 
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^^Look here! if you don't mind," he 
added, in an apologetic tone, *^ I wish you'd 
give a look at my place here. You know 
everything about everything — don't you 
know ? and you might give me some valu- 
able hints about improvements. Every- 
body says you've the best taste in the 
world — don't you know? Now at the end 
of the garden there's a paddock— capital 
bit of ground for lawn-tennis — don't you 
know?" 

^* Lawn-tennis ! '' said Sir Cyril, disdain- 
fully. "What's the use of lawn-tennis with- 
out a bevy of pretty women ? " 

'* Well ! there's an awful jolly girl next 
door to begin with," — Sir Cyril flinched — 
" and we might have some of the girls up 
from Ryde. But, if that doesn't suit your 
fancy, we might set up a skittle-alley. You 
won't mind just having a look at the ground, 
while we finish our game -will you? If it 
don't bore you, that is— don't you know ? " 

Sir Cyril acquiesced with a wonderfully 
good grace. He was anxious to be alone 
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to brood over the unpleasant position of his 
afiFairs, and settle in his mind what steps 
were next to be taken. At present every- 
thing had turned against him. But he was 
not a man to bow his head to any blow of 
fate without a struggle. 

'^If my judgment can be of any value 
to you, Fam, it is at your service," he said, 
and, after a grateful " Dear old chappie ! " 
from Famley, he left the room, while the 
others returned to their noisy game of 
billiards. Refusing the guidance of one of 
the servants, he found his way by a door 
at the back of the house into the garden 
and orchard, which preceded the paddock. 

These premises abutted, on the one side, 
on the lane, of which mention has already 
been made— on the other on the stables, 
coach-house, and offices, which were built on 
the space behind Rose Cottage. The pad- 
dock occupied a considerable extent of 
ground. Its original use may have been 
for the exercise of the horses. But now it 
was a vacant ground on which the grass, 
e2 
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which had been lately mown, grew luxu- 
riantly. It was fringed by trees at its ter- 
mination, and on the side of the lane ; and 
at the end stood a wooden shed, scantily 
furnished with two wooden chairs and an 
old table, where a groom may have sat 
formerly to see the horses exercise. 

The sun was setting; and the twilight 
was darkening into gloom, when two persons 
were seated in the shed, engaged in ani- 
mated conversation. They were Susan 
Salter and the Imp. The latter was indulg- 
ing himself in the luxury of a long clay 
pipe: and on the table lay a newspaper, 
with which he had evidently been doing his 
duty to himself and his country by studying 
the politics of the day. 

" And you are sure of the facts ? " said 
the housekeeper, eagerly. 

" Sure ? I should think so ! " replied the 
Imp. ** Why, I had crept unseen into the 
next box to that they occupied in that low 
pub. I had my ear to the partition ; and 
I heard every word that was said. That 
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fellow Simmons declared that he had impor- 
tant papers connected with the baronet's 
lady cousin." 

" Yes ! those stolen at the time of the 
fire," interrupted Susan. " Go on ! " 

"And he intended to bully the baronet 
into giving a large sum of money for them, 
as they would damn him utterly if they 
were produced; and he did not know of 
their existence." 

"Where were these papers kept?" in- 
quired the housekeeper, eagerly. 

"In a big pocket-book about his own 
person, as far as I could make out from 
what he said." 

" I would give my soul for their posses- 
sion," murmured Susan. " I might redeem 
my past, then, perhaps ; but there is no 
chance, I fear." 

" None ! " said the Imp, " unless when 
you meet Simmons you seize him by the 
scruff of the neck and throttle him." 

" Oh, would that I could — would that I 
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coTild," cried the excited woman, clenching 
her fingers violently. 

Suddenly she started up. 

" Who is that ? " she whispered. 

Sir Cjrril had just made his appearance 
behind the hedge which divided the orchard 
from the paddock. 

"He here!'* pursued Susan, in a low 
tone, "then there's mischief afloat. There 
is always mischief where that villain goes. 
He is coming here. I would not meet him 
again just now. Come with me, boy ! " 
And she dragged the Imp behind the shed 
against the skirting trees, leaving him only 
the time to snatch up his pipe and news- 
paper. 

Sir Cyril advanced slowly across the 
grass. His attention did not appear to be 
much occupied by his appreciation of the 
ground as likely to be serviceable for lawn 
tennis, or to be used as a skittle-alley. His 
brows were knit, his expression was savage, 
as befitted a foiled Mephistopheles ; for 
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other thoughts than that of his mission oc- 
cupied his mind. The solitude offered him 
the best occasion for deep thought. He 
walked deUberately to the shed, sat down, 
and lighted for himself a cigarette. But his 
brow did not clear under its calming influ- 
ence ; and the expression of his face re- 
mained unchanged. 

The two men, who had been watching 
him, now entered a gate which gave on the 
side -lane. The taller made a sign to his 
companion to remain behind, and advanced 
with quiet steps towards the shed. Night 
was beginning to gather now : and the man 
was close on Sir Cyril Norton before that 
absorbed gentleman became aware of his 
presence. 

" Sir Cyril Norton, Baronet, a word with 
you,'' said the man. 

The baronet started up. He knew the 
voice. 

" Simmons, you infernal scoimdrel, what 
are you doing here ? " he cried. 
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" Simply seeking an interview with you, 
sir; and big words won't stave me off,*' was 
the answer. 

" Impudent blackguard. Get out of my 
sight; or I'll have you arrested on the spot," 
shouted the angry baronet. 

" Sir Cyril Norton, Baronet, you'd better 
not drive me to have resort to force to 
compel you to hear me," said the ex-valet, 
coolly. 

" What ! " cried Sir Cyril, indignantly ; 
but at the same moment his eye fell on the 
man's companion; and he felt an uneasy 
qualm. '^ You have an accomplice, I see," 
he added in a subdued tone. " Do you 
want to murder me ? " 

Simmons laughed outright. " Murder 
you ! oh no ! at the most, bleed you hand- 
somely." 

"Oh, that is it! I understand!" said 
Sir Cyril, collecting himself, " and how do 
you propose to execute that delicate opera- 
tion? I may tell you beforehand you 
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will find it as difficult as delicate.? He 
squared himself up, as if ready to offer 
the stoutest resistance. 

'* That's to be seen,'' cried Simmons with 
a sneer. 

"Now I what is your purpose, man? Out 
with it." 

" You will listen to me ?" 

" I'll give you exactly five minutes 
before I raise a hue and cry about your 
ears," said Sir Cyril, taking out his 
watch. 

" That will do ! " said the ex-valet 
quietly, " I'll be brief. Some years ago 
you hired me to steal some papers, which 
would have established the rights of a 
young female, whom you were disposed to 
deprive of her inheritance." 

"Well ! go on ! You bungled the affair; 
and the papers were destroyed in a fire." 

" They were not destroyed." 

"What?" 

"I carried them off, and kept them 
safely as a weapon to use against Sir Cyril 
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Norton, Baronet, whose slippery ways I 
guessed — should he ever turn on me.'' 

"You had those papers in your posses- 
sion?" 

"I have them still — all — all — the mar- 
riage certificate of your cousin — ^the whole 
account of her secret marriage, with her 
hatred and scorn of you — ^the old grand- 
mother's business documents - her will, and 
what-not. I have them all, and can use 
them against you. Sir Cyril Norton, Baronet, 
whenever I please; but they are for sale 
now : and in all fairness I come to you 
first to ask if you will buy." 

"A tissue of lies!" 

''Which can bo easily shown to be bare 
truths. These papers would be invaluable 
in a court of justice, as evidence that Sir 
Cyril Norton, Baronet, was accessory before 
the fact in a burglary, which he had 
prompted, and which resulted in the death 
of two innocent old women." 

" But, fool ! such evidence, if it exists, 
would be as damning to you as to me." 
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"What matters what becomes of me, 
provided I can satisfy my hate by bring- 
ing Sir Cyril Norton, Baronet, into a felon's 
dock?" 

"Where are these papers?" asked the 
baronet, after a considerable pause of re- 
flection, 

"Here!" answered Simmons, tapping a 
pocket of his large overcoat. 

" How am I to believe your word, 
slippery scoundrel as I know you to be, 
unless I have the proofs of your truth 
before my eyes." 

" Well ! " said Simmons after a little con- 
sideration on his own side, " I don't mind 
showing you my prize. I have a friend 
with me: and we shall be more than a 
match for you, baronet, if you turn up rusty 
and attempt to play me false by any 
violence." And as he spoke he beckoned 
to his companion to draw nearer to the 
shed, which he now entered, followed by 
Sir Cyril. 

" It's confounded dark," said Simmons, 
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^*but I always carry a bit of candle in 
my pocket." 

He produced the little article mentioned, 
stuck it on the table, and struck a match 
to light it. He then drew from his over- 
coat pocket a heavy pocket-book, crammed 
with papers, which he took from it. 

Sir Cyril bent over the documents, ad- 
vancing one hand. 

"Gently," cried Simmons, insolently, "you 
may look but not touch": and he spread 
the documents on the table. "Mrs. Nor- 
man'8 mil, you see. The marriage certifi- 
cate — your cousin's papers — et cetera, et 
cetera, et cetera. Are you content ? " 

"Villain!" muttered Sir Cyril, "What 
do you want for giving them up to me ? *' 

"I think a neat five hundred would 
dor 

" You are mad ! " 

" It is to take or to leave," said Simmons, 
coolly, as he replaced the papers in the huge 
pocket-book, and put his hand on it with an 
air of triumph. 
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" The thing's impossible," cried Sir Cyril, 
leaving the shed passionately, 

" Stop a bit, my friend ! " cried Simmons, 
following him, "just reflect a moment be- 
fore you go off in such a cursed hurry. It 
will be the worse for you 1 can tell you, if 
you do." 

"I can never meet your insensate de- 
mands, man." 

" Well ! " said Simmons, still following 
him up, "we might do a little bargaining 
together. But you'll have to fork out a 
jolly simi first or last. Sir Cyril Norton, 
Baronet." 

" You cannot suppose that I have any 
large sum of money about me.'' 

"To be sure. But look here, baronet, 
meet me to-night, say on the pier, about 
eleven — no one will be about. Do you 
bring — well, I won't be exacting — say two 
hundred : and I will hand over the papers. 
Is it a bargain ? " 

" I will come," growled Sir Cyril, and he 
strode away towards the house. 
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Simmons laughed, and beckoned his ac- 
complice towards him, to narrate to him 
the success of his negotiations. He then 
returned to the shed. The litiie piece 
of candle had been burned out, or perhaps 
extinguished by the wind ; but the pocket- 
book lay on the table. He felt the thick 
bulk of the papers within; and, fully assured 
that all was right, he transferred the book 
to his pocket. 

He had not seen how a slim figure of a 
boy had glided into the shed while his bads: 
was turned, and gone through a mysteriouB 
*' hanky-panky " manipulation with the 
pocket-book. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

ON THE PIER. 

A THICK sea -fog had settled down on the 
shore and the pier, although the stars might 
be seen twinkling brightly in the heaven 
above. Considering the season, the night 
was chilly: and Sir Cyril Norton stamped up 
and down the pier hastily as he waited for 
the man whom he had so long treated as his 
slave, and who was now his master, by the 
power he wielded, and the threat he held, 
like the sword of Damocles, to be let fall 
whenever it suited his purpose. 

Sir Cyril was in a cursing mood— he 
cursed the scoundrel whom he himself had 
instigated to crime — he cursed his own 
folly — he cursed the mist, which bewildered 
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his senses and his steps — ^he cursed the very 
stars that blinked and winked at him above, 
as if in mockery of his sore trouble. It was 
obvious to him that he must, at any sacrifice, 
obtain possession of those papers, which 
might be made so compromising to himself, 
and the destruction of which might give him 
the power to wreak his vengeance on the 
duchess. Yes ! have, them he must. Bully- 
ing had often served his turn in life ; but it 
would be of little avail, he felt, in the case 
of the consummate rufiian with whom he 
would now have to deal. 

The hour approached eleven: and it was 
at that very time he had appointed his in- 
tended rendezvous with Lilian. 

Spite of the fever of his impatience. Sir 
Cyril shivered. He stopped at last, leaned 
over the low parapet, and peered through 
the fnist at the shimmer of the shifting 
water beneath, which lapped the piles 
softly, and seemed to him to moan lowly in 
response to his own troubled thoughts. A 
heavy breathing close by startled him. He 
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turned, and found by his side the very man 
he had sought. 

In his long overcoat Simmons looked, 
through the mist, more than his usual size* 
He seemed to overpower the lithe, well- 
built, compact form of the baronet, who 
shrank back as he saw his dreaded adver- 
sary before him. Sir Cyril, however, 
quickly recovered his wonted courage, and 
faced his man boldly. 

" So you are come at last ! " he said, with 
folded arms. " Good ! let's have it out at 
once ! But remember that I am in no mood 
to submit myself to your absurd attempt at 
extortion. You must have known, from 
long experience, that I am no easy-going 
fool whom you can tamper with. You 
talked of bleeding me just now. I am 
curious to see how you are going to set 
about it." 

All this was said in a tone of utter de- 
fiance. But Simmons was no more easily 
cowed than was his ex-master ; and he had 
the consciousness that the game was in his 
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own hands, and that he had only to play it 
well to win. 

*^ Sir Cyril Norton, Baronet,'* he said, with 
an air of insolent inaperturbability, " your 
very presence here proves that it is you who 
need me, rather than I who need you, and 
that's logic and common sense, I take it." 

** Can a felon chop logic ? '' laughed Sir 
Cyril, scornfully. *' Of common sense, at 
least, he has not one grain, if he thinks to 
make me fork out — that's about the de- 
licate term he is now using in his own mind 
— such a preposterously extravagant sum as 
that which he demands — and for what? — 
some useless papers, the importance of 
which has long since gone by." 

It was now the turn of Simmons to laugh ; 
and he laughed heartily and long. 

" Your baronetship talks of want of 
common sense," he sneered at last. "Where 
is your own ? Would you be here at night 
with the felon, as you call me, if you did 
not attach a doucedly big importance to the 
possession of these useless papers." 
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" A truce to your insolence, fellow!" cried 
Sir GyiHy haughtily. ** Come to your pur- 
pose, and at once.'' 

"My purpose?" continued the ex-valet, 
in the same jocose and irritating tone, " you 
know it well enough ; it is to obtain a good 
price for the wares I have to sell." 

"Such a price as you have asked you 
never will obtain," was the reply. 

" Did I not tell you at the paddock that 
I might be open to a little chaflfering?" 
said Simmons. 

"So! you would lower your preten- 
sions ? " 

" I don't mind bargaining." 

" What would this precious bargain 
amount to?" 

" What would you be disposed to oflFer ? 
I have already stated my demand. You 
say you won't give it. It is your turn to 
speak now." 

Sir Cyril had placed his hand in Ids coat- 
pocket, and Simmons divined that he had 
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brought with him a cheque. But what was 
the amount? He was resolved that he 
would not ^*be done by the stingy baronet/' 
as his thoughts expressed it. 

The baronet was still silent. 

"Well! speak out!" cried Simmons, 
roughly. 

It was evident that Sir Cyril's rage was 
mounting to boiling-point. His whole body 
shook and reeled ; but he commanded him- 
self sufficiently to say coolly, " You have 
the papers with you, then ? " 

" Of course, I have," cried Simmons, 
taking his well-padded pocket-book from his 
coat. " And you have the dibs about you, 
I presume ; or no feather or bone of this book 
shall ever be yours ; and I know a private 
lady-duchess from whom I could obtain a 
jolly good price for it second-hand." 

Sir Cyril ground his teeth ; but he took a 
paper from his note-book. It was evidently 
a cheque. 

"How much?" said the man, greedily, 
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and in his mad eagerness to ascertain the 
sum he seized Sir Cyril hy the arm which 
held the cheque. 

^' God in Heaven ! " cried the baronet, his 
last patience gone, ^* do you dare to assault 
me, you villain ? " and he struck his adver- 
sary a heavy blow between the eyes. 

Simmons reeled back for a moment. The 
pocket-book was jerked from his hand by 
the blow. His first instinct was to fly at 
Sir Cyril, and grapple with him with an 
attempt to seize the cheque. 

There was a violent struggle. The 
strength of Simmons was in no way to be 
compared with that of the lithe but athletic 
baronet, who had studied all the arts of self- 
defence. He was thrust backwards, and 
more backwards still. Another step, and 
he fell over the low parapet. There was a 
yell — another yell ! a splash ! and Sir Cyril 
stood alone, panting and aghast at what 
had been done. He had not intended 
murder: but yet he might be deemed a 
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murderer! Although his conscience wob 
not easily assailed by any act of evil he 
might commit, he trembled now. Yet he 
never thought of attempting to rescue the 
possibly drowning man from his fate. He 
snatched up the fatal pocket-book from the 
boards of the pier, on which it lay, and, in 
spite of his terror, a feeling of exultation 
at possessing it thrilled through him. 
There was a sound of a hasty shuffling step 
— a shouting at the end of the pier. Cries 
of alarm came through the mist. A man 
was faintly seen running to the spot 
where the struggle had taken place. Sir 
Cyril darted out of sight in the mist to the 
other side of the pier, and made his way 
without hinderance to the land end. He 
reached the hotel : and by the light of the 
lamp at the entrance he opened and ex- 
amined the contents of the pocket-book. 
To his surprise and horror he found that 
there were no documents such as he ex- 
pected — only a newspaper folded and thrust 
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in to pad out the book. Humiliation^ rage, 
and deed of violence, had been all in vain. 
To his own mind nothing could explain the 
cause of the bitter disappointment. He had 
seen the documents in the possession of 
Simmons at Famley Paddock; and now 
they were gone ; and he was mocked — 
cruelly mocked 1 He was about to fling the 
greasy pocket-book from him in the rage of 
his mortification: but his better sense told 
him that it was wiser to destroy it. What 
was now to be done ? If Simmons still lived 
he might be denounced for an attempt to 
murder. If he were drowned, a judicial 
examination might, sooner or later, fix the 
guilt of the man's death on him. There 
seemed to be no chance for him except by 
flight from Ryde. He contrived to engage 
a fly : and he told the man to drive as fast 
as he could to a villa which he named. 

Meanwhile there had been bustle and con- 
fusion on the pier. Men of several descrip- 
tions had rushed up, at the cry that a man 
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was drowning, to give help — ^if help could 
be given. Boats were soon afloat in the 
direction of the spot where the supposed 
accident had occurred. But the body had 
not yet been discovered. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

LIGHTS AND SHADES. 

The sun, which shone the next day through 
the windows of a handsome room in the 
Pier Hotel, lighted up joyously a bright and 
happy pictm'e. On a sofa sat the Duchess 
d'Altavilia with her head thrown back. Her 
eyes were still wet with tears ; but they had 
been tears of joy. Her whole frame still 
heaved with the excess of her emotion ; but 
happiness had irradiated her face with a 
glow that rendered her handsomer than 
ever. At her feet on a low stool sat Mary 
Norman holding her mother's hands, and, 
now and then, bending her head over them 
to kiss them ; and never had the much- 
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tried girl looked so beautiful. Delight and 
peace of mind were stamped on every 
feature. 

Behind the sofa stood Dr. Millington, 
watching the group with earnestness but 
supreme contentment. 

"Joy does not always kill!" he murmured 
with a smile. 

At a respectful distance was old Rust. 
The tears were still running down his 
withered cheeks. He mopped them away 
with a silk-handkerchief, accompanying the 
action with an angry gesture, as if ashamed 
of finding that, spite of his vaunted pre- 
tensions to crustiness and ill humour, he 
really possessed a heart. 

Joy, as well as sorrow, is apt to indulge 
in endless tautology. How often the ex- 
clamations '^ My mother ! my mother 1 '' 
and *' Darling child ! mine at last ! how 
lovely you are," were repeated it would 
have been very difficult to count. 

Dr. Millington at length broke in on the 
continued scene of emotion. 
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*^ I must have more calm," he said, smil- 
ing ; " I can't allow you ladies to give way 
any longer. I must not have two patients 
in a high fever on my hands. Quiet! quiet ! 
Besides, our good old Rust, as he tells me, 
has something important to communicate to 
you. 

** What is it ? " said the duchess, sup- 
pressing her sobs and sitting up, ^^ I am 
ready to listen now." She raised Mary 
Norman to her side on the sofa, and held 
her tight round the waist as though she 
feared to lose 'again the dearly-cherished 
object she had so lately regained, '^ Come 
here, my good friend," she continued, ad- 
dressing Rust. " I may well call you friend, 
for you have been one of the best and 
kindest of friends to my beloved daughter." 

** It's this, ma'am — your grace, I mean," 
stammered Rust, advancing, rather abashed. 
'* There is a poor woman— a queer feckless 
creature, yet good at heart, I believe, who 
wants to see you; but she is afraid you 
will not choose to speak to her. She says 
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she has behaved very wickedly to you in 
times gone by." 

^' A woman, whom — what do you mean ?" 
said the duchess in considerable agitation. 

'* Her name is Susan Salter.'* 

" Susan ! no, no, I could not see her." 

" If you knew, my lady — ^your grace I 
mean — ^how repentant and unhappy she is — " 

^^ Repentant ! unhappy ! " repeated the 
duchess. She sank her head for a moment, 
and then she added, *^ Unhappy ! when my 
cup of happiness is filled to overflowing. 
I could not be harsh and hard now. She 
has caused me the greatest misery of my 
life; but God, who has been so merciful 
to me now, teaches me to forgive. I will 
see her. Where is she ? " 

*^ She is in the ante-room ; I ventured to 
say that she might come so far." 

" Let her come in 1 " 

Rust bowed, disappeared for a moment, 
and returned with Susan Salter. 

The savage and almost half-mad expres- 
sion of the woman was now wholly sub- 
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dued to one of sadness;- and with this 
change she looked younger by some years. 

The mistress and the servant of her 
youth stood face to face. Each looked at 
the other in silence, but in evident emotion. 

^^ What have you to say to me ? " 
muttered the duchess at last, in a falter- 
ing voice. 

" Much, much ! " stammered Susan Salter, 
"so much, that it chokes me. Yet there 
are v/ords that spring uppermost, and my 
heart bids me to speak them out — they 
are — they are — forgive me ! ** and she sank 
on her knees in a fit of hysterical sobbing 
before the duchess, who seemed unable to 



" Oh ! I know how fearfully I have in- 
jured you. Miss Florence 1 " The old style 
of address would come first to her lips. 

*^ But I was sorely tempted by a villain : 
and I have been punished— fearfully pun- 
ished ! My evil deeds have recoiled on my 
own head; and I have suflEered— suffered 
in the thought of what I had brought on 
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your head — suffered in myself by a life of 
ignominy and misery! Forgive me, Miss 
Florence ! oh, forgive me ! " 

The duchess still appeared to struggle 
with herself, and to be too much moved 
to speak. 

^^I can do something now, at last, to 
redeem the past,'^ pursued the repentant 
woman. ^^ Chance, it is true, has placed 
the means of expiation in my hands. Yes ! 
Chance — no! Providence — has been mer- 
ciful to me at last ! These are yours ! " She 
took a bundle of papers from her pocket, 
and, dragging herself on her knees nearer 
to the duchess, she placed it on her lap. 
*^You thought they were destroyed; but 
they were, all these years, in the possession 
of a scoundrel, who would have used them 
for his own base ends — but I have Soiled 
him — they are here ! Forgive me — oh, for- 
give me ! " 

The duchess imtied the string wihich 
bound the papers. 

"Grood Heavens!" she exclaimed. *^It 
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is true! — all the documents we thought 
destroyed in the fire — ^your poor grand- 
mother's will, my darling child, the his- 
tory of my life, which I wrote for you — ^the 
business papers relative to Mrs. Norman's 
annuity — and my marriage certificate 1 Ah ! 
your threats are useless now, my wily 
cousin! Look, Dr. Millington, look ! " and 
she gave the papers into his hands. 

Susan Salter still sobbed low the words, 
'' Forgive me — oh, forgive me ! " 

*^ Susan,'* said the duchess, bending over 
her and touching the bowed head with an 
outstretched hand, **you once did me an 
irreparable wrong. But, even if you had 
not now rendered me this inestimable ser- 
vice, I should have forgiven you all the 
same. Years of sorrow have chastened you; 
and it is not for one like me to withhold 
forgiveness.'' 

Susan seized her hand and kissed it. 

^* But, tell me, how did the papers come 
into your hands ? " 

^^It is a long story," answered Susan, 
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rising from her knees; *'but there is one 
with me here who can tell it better than I 
can. May I bring him in ? " 

The duchess acquiesced, and Susan Salter 
left the room for a moment to return with 
the Imp. 

The smart youth considered himself 
already too much a man of the world to 
be abashed by any august rank. The 
Emperor of China, or the Grand Turk, 
would not have caused him the slightest 
shyness or embarrassment. He advanced 
erect, only touching an imaginary hat on 
his head to show his respect to the duchess. 

On being questioned, he narrated, with a 
precision which might have put many a 
detective to shame, how, as a boy, he had 
seen Simmons, then a mere tramp in appear- 
ance, in secret conference with Sir Cyril 
Norton at the " Famley Arms/' — how in 
after-years he recognised the fellow as the 
confidential valet of the baronet — how he 
had suspected him of being concerned in the 
burning of Mrs. Norman's cottage— how he 
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tracked him down and ultimately contrived 
to hear his confession to a low associate that 
he had been employed by his master to steal 
the papers, had made him believe that they 
were burned, but had kept them for the sake 
of holding him in his power. 

His story was interrupted, now and then, 
by corroborative evidence from Dr. Milling, 
ton, who remembered now that it was the 
face of Simmons he had seen through the 
hedge, the evening before the burning ; and 
by Susan, who had followed and watched 
him as he prowled around the cottage — Rust 
telling how the fellow had been employed 
in the Redmayne family to effect the abduc- 
tion of Miss Norman. 

" And Cyril had instigated him to all this 
villainy ? " murmured the duchess, rather to 
herself than as a question to elicit more 
definite information. 

The Imp then narrated, with some little 
pride in his own adroitness, not without a 
considerable spice of humour, how he pur- 
loined the papers from the pocket-book, and 
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supplied their place by folding in it the 
newspaper he had been engaged in read- 
ing. 

" The miscreant is probably still here in 
Ryde," said Dr. Millington. " I had better 
obtain a warrant for his arrest from the 
nearest magistrate." Then bent over the 
duchess and whispered, ^^ Should I lay 
information also against Sir Cyril ? " 

The duchess evidently hesitated. But 
Susan Salter had caught the whisper. 

"Shall that traitor escape?'' she said, 
with a return of her fierce vindictive spirit. 
" Is he not even a worse scoimdrel than the 
other?" 

*^ He will meet his punishment sooner or 
later," said the duchess, solemnly. 

Susan Salter scowled as if she had lost the 
half of her revenge. 

After a short colloquy with the duchess, 
Dr. Millington left the room. 

"Speak to her again, poor woman!" 
whispered Mary Norman to her mother. 
"She looks so miserable still. Say a few 
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words to comfort her, mother dear. This is 
the first favour I ask of you.'' 

Susan Salter was moving slowly to the 
door, compassionately followed by the 
Imp, when the duchess called to her. The 
woman turned back eagerly. "Yes! Miss 
Florence ! " was all that she could say. 

"Susan!" said her former mistress, 
gently, " I have said that bygones shall 
be bygones. We cannot part thus. Old 
attachment will assert its sway. Your im- 
mediate presence about me might excite sad 
recollections of the past too vividly at first. 
But you shall be well provided for." 

" No, no ! " stampaered Susan. " I can 
accept nothing from you. I only needed 
one thing — your forgiveness ; and that you 
have bestowed on me. I need no more. I 
am placed, by the kindness of others, be- 
yond want." Here she looked towards the 
Imp, her voice faltered, and the unwonted 
tears came into her eyes. " I can be con- 
tent. Think of me sometimes as kindly as 
you can, Miss Florence ; and I can be even 
t2 
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happy.'' She staggered back to the duchess, 
once more knelt and kissed her hand, and 
then hurried from the room. 

" And you, boy," said the duchess, re- 
calling the Imp, who was endeavouring to 
support the tottering steps of Susan, *^ you 
to whom I owe so priceless a service — what 
can I do for you ? '' 

The Imp flinched a little at being ad- 
dressed as " boy," but he came back with 
an air of simple self-possession. " Please 
your grace," he said, " like that poor 
woman, I want for nothing. I have a good 
master ; and as long as the little governor 
sticks by me, why, hang it, I shall stick by 
the little governor," and he raised his hand 
again to an imaginary hat. 

** But you wonH affront me," pursued the 
duchess, who had opened a little desk by 
her side, '^ by refusing a small souvenir 
from me." She folded a bank note, and 
held it out to him. 

^* God bless your grace ! " said the Imp 
earnestly, and he left the room with his 
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prize. He never even looked to see that it 
was a handsome one. 

*^ But you, my dear old friend ! " she con- 
tinued to Rust. You must not leave me, 
too. Come to me. You shall be one of my 
new establishment — the first — the most 
trusted — the most esteemed ! " 

" Do, dear Rust, do!" said Mary, eagerly. 
" You know you are not happy in your 
present position. They do worry you so 
much, you dear old man ! " 

" Oh, Miss Mary — oh, ma'am — my lady 
duchess, I mean" — stammered Rust, "I 
could not wish for any happier lot in my 
old days. Will I come ? of course I will ; 
and then I can devote myself to Miss Mary 
still. I'll go and give warning to Lady 
Redmayne this very hour. Won't I just ? " 
And Rust retired with a jauntier and more 
youthful step than had been his wont for 
many a long year. 

Dr. Millington, meanwhile, had made in- 
quiries, and proceeded to the house of a 
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magistrate to lay a criminal information 
against the scoundrel Simmons. The magis- 
trate was absent, as Dr. Millington learned 
from a clerk, to take the deposition of a 
man who had been violently assaulted, and 
who was dying of his wounds in the hos- 
pital, to which he had been conveyed. 
From the information the doctor obtained 
he was impressed with the notion that the 
dying man was no other than the very 
criminal he sought. He took advantage of 
his position as a medical man to follow the 
magistrate to the hospital. It was a har- 
rowing scene, which he witnessed, when 
he entered the room where the wounded 
man was being tended. On a truckle-bed 
lay the wretched Simmons, with his head 
heavily bandaged, gasping with deep fitful 
respirations. His face already wore the 
pale shadow of death : and his eyes stared 
without movement, or any light of life, into 
vacancy. But his lips quivered ; and in- 
distinct sounds issued from his mouth. 
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There was no movement in his body, except 
the nervous twitchings of his lean hands on 
the counterpane. 

Seated beside the bed was the magistrate, 
evidently endeavouring to catch the sense 
of the sounds which the dying man uttered. 
At a table close by was seated a clerk, with 
a paper before him, on which some lines 
had been traced. But now he waited, pen 
in hand, for matter, which never came to 
complete the deposition. 

*^ Pardon my intrusion, sir,'' said Milling- 
ton, addressing the magistrate. "My ser- 
vices, I fear, seem useless here, although I 
had hoped to oflfer them as a medical man — 
Dr. MiUington." 

"I am well acquainted with your name, 
sir,*' replied the magistrate, rising from 
his seat with a bow. 

" But I know much of that wretched man, 
and his antecedents," continued the doctor : 
*^ and my information may be of consider- 
able value to your investigation." 
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*^ Possibly," was the answer. ^* From the 
fellow himself we shall obtain no more. 
He has been raving in delirium. He was 
rescued from the water, it would appear, by 
a boatman, when he was drowning. But 
he had received a dreadful scalp-wound 
from f alKng against the timbers of the pier : 
and all sense and coherence have left his 
brain." 

Dr. Millington bent over the bed to feel 
the man's pulse. But the twitching of his 
fingers had ceased — the lips quivered no 
more — ^there was no sound from them now. 
The eyes were open still with a ghastly 
stare; but all movement had ceased — all 
life had departed. The evil man was dead. 
Dr. Millington announced the fact. 

" Then my functions here cease for the 
present,'' said the magistrate. 

" Stop a bit ! '* said a rough voice : and 
a heavy, shabbily dressed man rose from 
behind the curtain of the bed, where he had 
sat, crouched on the ground, with his head 
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between his hands, unobserved. ^^ Stop a 
bit ! There's more to be done. I have a 
deposition — that's your word, I think — to 
make. And, as you are a beak, you must 
take my davy. So look out ! That poor 
beggar " — he pointed to the corpse of Sim- 
mons — "was an old chum of mine. Last 
night I went with liim on to the pier, where 
he had business with a gent. He had his 
doubts, poor fellow, and begged me to 
remain at hand. The night was misty: 
and I crept down some steps, which led to 
the sea, to be hidden. But I heard the 
struggle — I scrambled up and saw the blow 
given by the gent, who knocked him heels 
over head into the sea. It was murder — 
if ever there was murder: and I saw it 
done." 

*^ Murder ! " said the magistrate. 

^* Deliberate murder, as sure as my name's 
Tom Walker." 

" And whom do you accuse as the mur- 
derer, my man ! you know him, I presume." 
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" Oh ! I know the damned brute well 
enough. It was a baronet, who calls himself 
Sir Cyril Norton." 

Dr. Millington and the magistrate both 
repeated the name in a tone of incredulity. 
But the latter said, after a pause of delibera- 
tion, that it was necessary such an accusation 
should be investigated. 

'^ Where is Sir Cyril Norton to be found, 
I wonder?" he said. 

** There is a strange report going about 
the town this morning," said the clerk, " to 
the effect, that this Sir Cyril Norton, who 
had entered his yacht for the regatta — the 
*Zerlina,' she was called — had suddenly 
weighed anchor and sailed during the night, 
not long after midnight." 

" This looks suspicious certainly," re- 
marked the magistrate. '' Is it known in 
what direction he sealed ? " 

^^It was supposed for the coast of France,'* 
continued the clerk, adding, with evident 
pride and delight at being "up" in all the 
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tittle-tattle of the day, ^* and it seems there 
was a lady on board." 

Dr. Millington started. A sad suspicion 
crossed his mind, and he shook his head 
with an air of painful apprehension. After 
a further whispered colloquy with the 
magistrate he determined to return to the 
Pier Hotel to inform the duchess of the fate 
of Simmons — the suspicions attached to her 
cousin, Sir Cyril— and the general result of 
his inquiries. He had forgotten to ask 
whether^' the tittle-tattle of the day "had 
given a name to the lady who had accom- 
panied the baronet in his flight. He walked 
through the garden of the Pier Hotel, think- 
ing on the misery entailed on the family, 
should his suspicions prove correct— the 
dishonour to the husband. He had no great 
attachment to that husband ; but he was 
sadly troubled by the thoughts that flitted 
through his mind. As he approached the 
entrance to the hotel, it almost seemed to 
him that these thoughts had conjured up a 
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spectre. Before him, about to enter the 
hotel, stood the very man himself — ^Ernest 
Redmayne ! 

"You here!" stammered Dr. Milling- 
ton. 

** Yes ! " said Ernest, evidently violently 
excited, *^ you are the very man I Where is 
she?" 

" She ! You mean your wife ? " 

*^ No ! '' replied the agitated man, " I 
mean Mary Norman ; I have tracked her at 
last to this very hotel. It was you who 
brought her here. Where is she ? " And he 
endeavoured to advance. 

" Miss Norman is here, it is true: but you 
cannot see her," said the doctor, placing 
himself before Redmayne. 

" You cannot — you shall not — ^prevent my 
seeing her — telling her how I have sought 
her these long, long months," 

" One moment, Mr. Redmayne," said 
Millington, " you could not see her. She is 
with her mother." 
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*^ Her mother ! " exclaimed Ernest, step- 
ping back, ^* She has no mother." 

^* She has a mother: and it is only a short 
time since she has embraced her for the first 
time. You cannot intrude yourself on their 
new-born joy." 

" I will wait — I will wait," stammered 
Redmayne: *^ but all these delays drive me 
distracted." 

His mad passion had almost impaired his 
intellect. 

At this juncture Rust appeared from the 
hotel. The object which first struck his 
sight was Dr. Millington. 

" I have told the ladies the awful news 
about the Redmayne business," he began ; 
then, seeing his master, he stopped in great 
embarrassment. 

'' What is this, Rust ? " cried Ernest Red- 
mayne, returning. "What awful news? 
^The Redmayne business,' you said— speak 
out man ! What is it ? Are my children 
ill ?" 

" No, sir, they are well." 
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** What do you mean, you old fool ? Out 
with it! TeU me!" 

** I don't know how '' 

" I insist on hearing what it is." 

** Weil, sir, I have just been to the house 
Lady Redmayne has taken here." 

" And I did not know it. Well ? " 

*^ I found her ladyship in strong hysterics. 
She was awful to hear and see." 

" That she has often been. What next ?" 

" It was about her daughter." 

" My wife ! What about her ? " His voice 
quivered, " Is she dead? '* 

*' No, sir, she has only disappeared." 

^^ Disappeared ! How ? " 

'* Eloped, they say," said Rust, in a low, 
frightened tone." 

*^ Eloped! " burst forth Ernest Redma3me, 
** eloped with whom ? 

**With Sir Cyril Norton, they say, 
begging your honour's pardon," whispered 
Rust, unwillingly. 

*^My God! Has it come to this?" ex- 
claimed Ernest. He reeled back like one 
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who had been struck with lightning, and 
might have fallen had not Dr. Millington 
rushed to him to catch him in his arms. 

Ernest Redmayne leaned his head on 
Millington's shoulder for a few moments, 
and murmured, **Can this be retribution?" 
Then ho lifted his head wildly, and, shaking 
off the doctor, he gasped, ^* My first step 
shall be to avenge my honour." 
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CHAPTER X. 

CONCLUSION. 

A PERIOD of about ten days had elapsed, 
when the minds, such as they were, of 
the choice spirits in the Flutterers^ Club 
were much exercised by a paragraph in a 
Society journal. It ran as follows; — 

'^ Fatal Affray at Boulogne-sur-Mer. — 
Much excitement has been created in this 
semi-English seaport by a duel between 
two English gentlemen of distinction. The 
cause of the encounter, as is usually the 
case, was a lady. A certain Mrs. R., it 
appears, had eloped from Ryde with Sir 
C. N,, a baronet, well-known in London 
Society, and celebrated in club circles for 
his numerous bonnes fortunes. The injured 
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husband followed and discovered the guilty 
pair. Anxious to avenge his honour, he 
challenged the seducer; and a duel was 
arranged, which terminated in the death 
of the gallant baronet, who fell at the first 
shot. The fair Helen of this terrible story 
is lying, we axe grieved to hear, at one 
of the hotels, struggling between life and 
death in a brain fever, occasioned by the 
horror of her sad situation." 

The paragraph passed from hand to hand 
among the Flutterers, and was of course 
discussed amidst much excitement. No 
one doubted the real names of the gentle- 
men engaged in this disastrous affair, al- 
though only expressed by initials. 

'^Ha! ha!" cried Leonard Asjhton, in 
the cheeriest and most self-satisfied of 
tones. '^ I have been expecting this for 
a long time past. I've had my eye on 
them — knew it must come, sooner or later." 

** Of course," growled Dangerfield, swell- 
ing with importance, '*we could all see 
the end of the afiair." 

VOL. II. u 
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^^ It is devilish hard, though,** continued 
Ashton, **that we should have been done 
out of a crim. con, trial in the Divorce 
Court. That would have been such awful 
jolly fun." 

'^ Awful ! '' echoed his stout chum. 

Lord Farnley entered the room. 

^^ Dreadful affair! isn't it Fam?'' said 
Ashton. 

^^What affair?" said his little lordship, 
with his usual cheery lisp. 

'^ Don't you know ? Then just read 
that!'' 

Lord Farnley took the paper. As he 
read the paragraph his face grew very 
pale. He let the paper fall, and sank 
back into a chair with his eyes closed, 
gasping for breath. 

"Hollo, Fam! what the deuce are you 
going off for in this way ? " said Ashton, 
dawdling up to the little lord and lifting up 
his head, "why the fellow only got what 
he deserved." 

" Hush ! '' said a more compassionate 
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member, ^* Don't you know how fond he 
was of Norton ? " 

Some one brought a glass of brandy and 
put it into the hand of Farnley, who after 
a time opened his eyes and swallowed the 
drink eagerly. But he still shook in his 
whole body; and, after a vain attempt to 
rally, he burst into tears, and fell forward 
with his head on the table sobbing, '^Poor 
old chappie ! poor old chappie ! dear old 
Don ! gone, gone ! " 

*^ What a little ape the fellow is/' mut- 
tered Ashton, while others drew back re- 
specting his grief. 

Emboldened by the silence, Ashton ven- 
tured the remark in a louder tone, ^*And 
after all, what's the fuss about? If there 
ever was a conceited, overbearing, dis- 
reputable cad in the world it was Cyril 
Norton.'' 

Little Lord Famley sprang up as if sud- 
denly struck by an electric shock, and, over- 
turning his chair, rushed at Ashton and 
seized him by the collar. Others inter- 
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vened and held him back, whilst the cynic 
settled his coat and shot glances of futile 
defiance at his adversary, 

"Look here!" cried Famley, pulling him- 
self up until he appeared at least a foot 
taller than usual, although the tears still 
coursed down his fair good-tempered face. 
*^ Look here, one and all ! Whoever dares to 
say a word against the Don in future will 
have to deal with me — don't you know? He 
was a fine fellow, was the Don— he was a 
good fellow— and I loved him." His voice 
faltered again; but he mastered himself 
enough to add, "And I'll fight you all round 
if a word is said against him ! There ! " 

, There was a general silence : and Leonard 
Ashton did not venture to formulate aloud 
his thought, " Who'd have supposed the 
little fool had so much pluck in him ? " 

Lord Famley looked proudly around: then 
his spirit softened ; and it was in a subdued 
voice he added, " Now, good-bye, old chap- 
pies! you won't see me here again for a 
long time. I can^t stand this place now— 
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I shall go abroad — I shall go abroad alone — 
I shall only take a faithful young fellow 
with me — my poor little Imp." 

Famley turned to leave the room. Hands 
were plentifully held out to bid him fare- 
well. Ashton's he rejected; and then the 
Flutterers' Club knew him no more. 

Several months had elapsed, when one 
day a beautiful young woman was tripping 
down the last flight of stairs leading into 
the hall of the Schweitzerhof at Lucerne, 
and singing joyfully to herself, in a low 
tone, as she came down. Suddenly she 
checked her movement, and started pain- 
fully at the sight of a tall, fair, handsome 
man, dressed in deep mourning, who stood 
before her. 

The man started too with equal surprise. 

" Mary ! " he cried, after a pause of 
agitation, *^I meet you again then — at 
last! at last!" 

He held out his hand effusively, but it 
was scarcely touched by the young woman. 



Digitized by 



Google 



294 FOR EVER AND NEVER. 

" Speak to me, Mary ! " the man went 
on to say, **tell me you are glad to see 
me once again.*' 

" Mr. Redmayne," she began with hesi- 
tation. 

" Not that name ! " he cried almost 
violently, " I bear it no longer now. I 
am again Ernest Miles— the Ernest Miles 
you once loved — yes, loved — loved fondly, 
Mary Norman ! '' 

She shook her head and looked down 
without answering. 

^^ And you love me still,*' continued 
Ernest, "do you not? That poor deluded 
wretch, my wife, is no more. I am free 
now — ^free to expiate my wrongs to you 
now — free to make you my wife. 

" It cannot be,'* replied Mary, raising her 
head and looking at him calmly. 

" Oh ! don't say it cannot be," said 
Ernest, " I love you still. I love you more, 
if possible, than of old. And did you not 
swear to love me for ever ? " 
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** I did, perhaps once," she said, without 
embarrassment and firmly. '' But I now 
say * never.' " 

^*Mary! recall that word," said the im- 
petuous lover of her early youth. 

" I cannot if I would," she replied. *^ If 
I loved you still, which I do not— no, no, 
that is impossible — you have long since ex- 
tinguished all such love in my heart by your 
own base conduct — if I could still think of 
you kindly, it would be now too late. I 
am married." 

'^ Married?" exclaimed Ernest, stepping 
back. '' Married ? " 

"To a husband whom I love devotedly • 
Formerly, in my folly, when long ago he 
offered me his hand, I said to him ^ never.' 
I have learned many a painful lesson since. 
I have learned, too, a blessed one — to love 
one who has been to me the best, the truest, 
the noblest of friends; and to him I have 
now said ^ for ever.' " 

She turned smilingly to the staircase. 
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down which Dr. Millington was now de- 
scending, with the Duchess d^Altavilla on 
his arm. 

" My husband ! '' murmured Mary, fondly. 

Ernest Miles sank on one of the seats, 
and hid his face in his hands. 



THE END. 
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